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T muſt doubtleſs furpriſe you not a 
little, to ſee yourſelf addreſſed in 
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this manner by a perſon altogether un- 
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made in this. e 


” 


concurred to deprive me of an honour 


&. of which I was extremely deſirous. Ne- 
vertheleſs 1 am no ſtranger to your La- 
I J Ayſhip's amiable character; of which 
: 5 your laudable curioſity, your chirſt af- 
. 3 ter valuable knowledge, and the true 
; Judgment you diſcover in moſt parts of 
polite literature, are not the leaſt emi- 
nent parts. Nor are you leſs diſtin- 


| guiſhed for your juſt taſte in all thab 1 is 


rand and ſimple in antiquity, and your 
4 Vin. attachment to any thing remark- 
3 able af the kind that is the produce 0 
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THis has rendered Ossi AN yours 1 
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| whatever may tend to make 
vnderſtood, and more generally kno 
without making 
from his native dignity and 
: WII a view to this it was, that th 


* Sf wy 5 


fallowing Eſſay upon ſome of bis 


tached poems was begun. Some of my 
-. "8 friends here happened to mention it to to 
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your | Ladyſhip | 
ged your peruſal 
told you truly, 
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only meant for private amuſement, but 


that they inclined it ſhould appear in 
print. Vou approved of the perform 


ance in general; you did not diſcou- 
rage the publication of it; and I was 
ſo happyas to ſee your Ladyſhip's candid 
hand eorrecting ſome paſſages of it. 


DIE ID ENT of myſelf, it was only 
your approbation, and the importunity 
of friends, that induced me to venture 
theſe ſheets under the eye of the public; 
and. bo ſome things not amiſs may be 
1 3 band in chem , yet I am well aware 
„ dbat chere are defects enou gh to make | 
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them ſtand in need of a powerful pro- 

tection. For this they fly to your La- 

dyſhip, as if they had ſome ſmall claim 

1 upon you for your patronage. ek 

| D 

\ 3 „ 
VM utmoſt ambition now 1s, that 
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you may not think it unworthy of you 
to give ſome countenance in public, to 
what in private met with your' indul- 
gent approbation.—Hereby I am ſo far 
from intending any flattery or compli- 
ment to your Ladyſhip, that, onthe con- 
trary, it is evident, I am petitioning for 4 
the greateſt favour and the higheſt ho- 9 
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ambitious of perſonal applauſe, happy 
call I think myſelf, if this attempt 
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| ſo far eſcape the general cen- 
| F * Lure, as that it may draw no reflection 
on your Ladyſhip's taſte or judgment, 


you beſtowed any notice or atten- 
| tion upon it. 2 


Wu reception it may meet wi 
© is uncertain: but if it ſhall appear that 
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dur northern Bard is not m 
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by it; if it ſpur on ſome other, 
of ſuperior abilities and more 
ertake the whole collec- 
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mean time, it may contribute to your 


Ladyſhip's entertainment in any degree, 


I have at once all my wiſhes with re- 


gard to it entirely anſwered. 3 
8 = Þ 
. I HAv the honour to be, with the J 

greateſt reſpec, | 8 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt obliged, 


ac = 
ve moſt obedient humble. ſervant, 
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| * who have a true reliſh for what is beautiful 


To. rus PUBLIC ö 


0 thoſe who are capable of ſenſibility, thoſe 


in ſimplicity and grand in the ſublime, to ſuch as. 

are poſſeſſed of any ſhare of real taſte or cleva- 
tion of ſentiment, the Poems of Oss ax aut ever 
afford the higheſt delight, and the nobleſt enter 


tainment; and to all theſe they muſt, by this time, i 


have become abundantly familiar. But the bulk of - 


people, who are generally farisficd with a careleſs 
and haſty peruſal, are too apt to overlook the . 
ae that abound in our Northern Bard * His A | Z 3 
_ vi an 


= } 


ſtyle is ſo conciſe, his tranſitions ſo rapid, and his 
manner ſo different from that of the poets to whom | 


we are moſt accuſtomed, that an ordinary reader 


will at firſt be rather dazzled and fatigued, than 
feel any real pleaſure. On all occafions, he is fru- 
gal of his words; a gravity and taciturnity run thro* 
all his writings: hence, to many the connection 
is often loſt, the narration ſeems broken, and his- 
manner rather abrupt. The meaſured proſe in 
which his tranſlator has thought proper to uſher 
him into the world, it is allowed, has many ad- 


vantages above any ſort of verfification he could 


have choſen. Tho' a literal verſion, it carries every 
mark of being the production of a true and un- 
common genius, and itdeſerves the bigheſt praiſe on 


account of its beauty and elegance. Yet the ſeeming 


m1] 
; defects which to many appear in the Poems of 
 Os$14N, take their riſe from this, that it is a H- 
teral verſion, and that the connection and thread 
of the narration arc frequently left to be ſupplied 
from the judgment or conjecture of the reader; 


and to do this properly, demands more time and at- 


tention than moſt people are willing to beſtow, 

For theſe reaſons then, it were much to be wiſhed; 

that ſome one of real genius, ſome one equal to 

the taſk, would underuke to clothe Ossiax in he- 
roic rhime, and take occaſion, by throwing in ſome 

things of a- piece wich the Poer's ſentiments, to 
render the narration leſs interrupted, and the con» 

nection more clear and eaſy. This, 'I am perſus- * 

ded, would not be labour altogether in vain; it 3 
would tend to make our Poet more generally 23 3 4 
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known, and more univerſally acceptable to the 


common run of readers ; eſpecially to our fair 


country- women, the beſt judges of the tender and 


heroic, and whoſe merit and beauty, in the age 


wherein he lived, our Poct takes every occaſion 


of celebrating in the ſofteſt and moſt tender 


ſtrains. 


Tux following attempt to run three, not the 
meaneſt Poems in the collection, into rhime, may 
ſerve as a ſpecimen, however imperfect, of what 
might be done in this way. —It was the amuſement 


of ſome leiſure hours to one who has che. trueſt 


eſteem for the Tranſlator, the higheſt veneration 3 b 


for che memory and remains of Ossiax, and who _ 


is not an entire ſtranger to the language in which 
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| his Poems were originally compoſed. —At the de- 3 
fire of ſome who wiſh to ſee them all in the ſame 
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res, this eſſay is now ſent abroad, and ſubmitted 1 
© Meo the candour of the PUBL1c: and, if in any mea - Y 


ſure it may ſeem to anſwer the above purpoſe, the 
intention of the publiſhing it is obtained. = 


Aland Texa, Oct. 15. 2 
1767. 
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Tut ARGUMENT. 

The ſulject of this poem, as of moſt of Offian's com> 
Pofttions, is tragical.— In the time of Combal the fon of 
Trathal and father of the celebrated Fingal, Cleſſammor 


®. 4 


| | 


Cleſſammor : A guarrel enſued, in which Rhenda w, 


the ſon of Thaddu and brother of Moina, Fingal's mother, : | 
aua driven by a ſtorm into the river Clyde, on the banks : 
of which flood Balclutha, a town belonging to (he Bris A 
tons, between the walls, He was hoſpitably received by 3 1 | 
Reuthamir, he principal man in the place, % gave 4 N I 
Aim Moina his only daughter in marriage. Reada the = 
ſon of Cormo, a Briton, e was in love awith Moina, : by : 23 F 
came to Reuthamir's houſe, and behaved haughtily to. » | 
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killed. The Britons who atteited him, preſſed ſo hard 
2 ˙ Cleſſammor, that Jo was obliged to throw himſelf 
into the Clyde, and ſwim to his ſhip. He boiſted ſail, 


and the wind being farourable, bore him out to. ſea. 
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He often endeaveured to return, ard carry off bis belo- 
ved Moina by night ; but the wind continuing.contrary, 
he was forced ts delt. Mona, who had been left with 
child by ber huſband, brought forth a Jen. and died SO 


3 A » -#fter. Reuthamir named the child 'CarTHON 5 
i. 2. "20008 of waves,” from: the fem wwhich 
| „ Cleſſamm or his father, | who was fatboſed 
to have been caſt away. When Carton Was three years 
old, Comhal, 2he father of F ingal, in one o his expedi- 
IF tions againſt the Britons, took ant burat Balclutha; , 
Reuthamir Was killed in the attacki; and Carthon Was 
| carried ſaſe away „% nurſe, vil Jed / farther intoghs 
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country bog the Britons. Carthon ns. tc e, 5 e 


1 
Comhal' peſteriiy. He ſet ſail from the Clyde, and, 
falling on the ccaſt of Morven, defeated two of Fingals 


: heroes, who came to offoſe bis progreſs. He was at 


laft unwittingly killed by his father Cleſſammor in 4 4 2 


fengle combat. This flory is the ſubje@ of the preſent A 4 
foem, which cent on the night preceding the death of © k 
Carthon : /o that what paſſed before is introduced I „ I 


way Lf efiſode.—The pecm is addreſſed to Maivina the - ; J 
daughter of Tolcar. = 
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Tale of other times, Marvinxa ! beat 5 
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5 2 
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The deeds of days of old i invite thine 3 


Lon ! thy murm'ring ſtream, to mem'ry bigger 
| 06 ICE 


The ſtrife of heroes, and the death X kings, ww . : 

Sweet in mine ear, GORMALLAR ! ſound 5 

Thy waving ſtately firs, thy winding floods. 
Not far, you'll ſee a rock all crown'd with heath, | "2 


And a green narrow plain that lies beneath; "> 


e 
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There mark the mountain - flower freſh-blooming grow, © l AY 
Bend with each breeze, and ſhake its _ 
There the lone thiſtle ſheds its aged 
And there two ſtones, half ſunk in 
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Their rough and moſs- grown heads you may eſpy, 
From theſe the mountain-deer affrighted fly, 
As chance oft brings them near with heedleſs pace, 
Scar'd by the thin gray ghoſt that guards the place : 
In that green plain, theſe moſs-grown ſtones ſtill ſhow 
Where lie the mighty, and the great how low. 

The deeds of days of old, Marvixa! hear, 


A tale of other times ſalutes thine ear ! 


Wno from the land of ſtrangers bright appears, 
RE: with thouſands arm'd with glicering n 
= The ſun, before him, pours its ſtreamy rays ; 

3, graceful, on the wind his looſe hair plays. 


F rom toilſome war return d. how pleaſant now 
how mild his ſettled Þrow 2 2 


His manly face ! 
Calm, as O'er Co Na's vale the evening ray, 
Fon weſtern clouds, proclaims the ſetting day. 5 


60 
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« His fiery eyes, in vain, he rolls in pride: 


4 His father's ſword hangs uſeleſs by his fide; 


And left us maſters of the-well-fought daz 


'Tis Counar's ſon! the king of mighty deeds ! 


Who joys to mingle where the battle bleeds, | Y 
Glad now his native mountains he deſcries, I 
And bids at once a thouſand voices riſe : I 
In ſhouts of triumph, and in ſongs df joy, | 
The bards their voices and their harps employ. | 


« Sons of the diſtant land ! ye fled away, 
« And left your fields to conquerors a prey; 
&« He, whom the world's dread Lord you any boaſt, 
1% Hears of his andes routed on our coaſt 1 
ce Thi unwelcome tidings greet him on his throne ;- 


% Your troops are vanquiſh'd by a foe unknown. 
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So ſung the bards in SzLMma's joyful halls : 
A thouſand lights far round illume the walls ; 
Torches from ſtrangers won in bloody fray, 
Full in the midſt their beaming light diſplay. 
The feaſt of ſhells is ſpread—the night is crown'd 
With joy —F las „ his eyes then caſting round, 
Cries, Where's the addi CLESSAMMOR, in war. 
Who with my ſire did ev'ry danger ſhare ? 
Why dark and ſullen, on this joyful day, 
Sits he in Loxa's vale, to grief a prey? 
But lo ! I ſee him from the hill deſcend, 
And, with firm tread, his aged courſe here bend, 
As tounds the mountain - courſer o'er the . 
"In haſte his lov'd companions to regain ; 
His head he bears, exulting, to the ſkies 8 4 
His * mane, bright o'er his ſhoulders, flies : 
Thus to our ſight great CLESSamuor appeam | 
Graceful, and firong, and ſtill unbroke by y 47% = Is 


CAR TT OM 


Bleſt be thy ſoul, O friend !. but why delay - : 
So long thy coming, on this glorious day ? - 


Troy com'ſt then, ſaid the chief, amidſt thy fame; 
Theſe ſhouts, theſe ſpoils, thy victory proclaim. 
*T was thus thy Father, when yet young in war, 
Whoſe ev'ry danger I was wont to ſhare, y | 
In deathful fields was till with conqueſt erowu d,. 
Abroad was dreaded, and at home renown'd. 


- 


Together oft o'er Ca x ux ſtream we ſoug lt 
The foreign foe, and on its banks we foug lt: 
Nor bloodleſs was the ſtrife; and not in ain _ 


Our keen-edg'd frords fell on the hoſtile tan. = 
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The world's great emperor, with grief, beheld +» * F238 
— * 5 _ » - 
* 3 
* - : 3 8 -N 
A 4 . - * 2 : — - _ 


His boaſted legions by our troops 


Bur why, in vain, do I recal that day ? 
My ſtrength now fails, my hair is mix'd with gray; - 
My weaken'd hand forgets to bend the bow ; 
A lighter ſpear I now can hardly throw, 
Ah l were theſe limbs with the ſame force inſ pir'd, 
| As when with love my boſom firſt was fir'd ! 
Wou'd now my joy and ſtrength again return, 
As when for blue · eyed Mo ix I did burn; 
When the fair ſtranger with the breaſts of ſnow 
Kindl'd my foul, and drove me on the ſoe 


- 


Tuvs Cressammor :—and inan ”_ replies; 
What dire misfortune fills with tears thy eyes? 
Tell us the ſtory of thy youthful days, 
That we may ſhare thy grief, or ſound thy praiſe. 
Thy ſoul in a deep ſhade of ſorrow lies, 
A when the ſun ſhines dimly throogh the ale; ; 


CAT HFERO 13 


Mournful and gloomy are thy thoughts alone, 


While only echoing Lo x4 hears thy moan: 
Tell then the early ſource of all thy woe, 
And why thy days in one ſad tenor flow. 


Then Cuxs$amnonr:— Twas in the dayyof peace, 
When, void of care, tir'd of inglorious eaſe, |". 
My bounding ſhip I launch'd into the main, 
And thought ſome friendly neighb'ring iſle to gain. 
Soon roſe a ſtorm the hoarſe winds loudly "OG" 
And far they drive me from my native ſhore. 
Bar crurna's tow'ring walls at length appear; I 
Into its winding bay I gladly ſteer. e =_— 4 
Three days in Rx uTHAMIR's proud halls I-ſtaid, 
And ſaw that beam of light! the lovely mad: 
White-boſom'd Moina !—While the ſhell wentre 


The aged hero all my wiſhes crown'd, 


1 CART H O N F 


And gave his bluſhing daughter to my hand: - WW: 
I bleſt the day when firſt I touch'd the land, = 8 

Like foam on waves appear d her breaſts ſo bright; 

Her ſparkling eyes ſhone like the ſtars of night; 

Dark as the raven's wing her flowing hair;. = 

Gen'rous her ſoul; graceful and mild her air. 

Dearly I lov'd her : nor could aught annoy 


My bleſs ; my heart o'erflow'd with tides of joy. i 

Wuxx lo! from far a youthful ſtranger came, i, 
A ſuitor to the fair, the blue-ey'd dame— | - 
Boaſtful he ſeem'd, and vain— with ſcornful view , 
He often ey'd me, and his foon half dre, . 
Then thus, in accents of diſdain and pride; 3 ( 


Where is the reſtleſs wand'rer now ? he cry'd, 
Does Comnanr lead his murd'ring hoſt from far, 
Come he to Noe Barciurus' s walls with war, SY 
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For this haſt thou ſo boldly ventur d here? 
I warn thee hence: behold my pointed ſpear, 


My ſoul, I anſwer'd, burns with native fire, 
Nor can thy empty threats make me retire ; 
They're loſt on me, I-ſtand unaw'd by fear, 
Though armed thouſands all around appear. 
And though my valiant friends are diſtant far, 
Yet thus alone thy utmoſt force I dare. 


Tis mean, unmanly in thee, thus to wrong Y 
The abſent Comnar, with thy ſland'rous tongue > 
Cowards are laviſh of infulting words -- 
The better trial were our truſty ſwords. 3 
Come forth then ! draw! and try if thoul't vithind | 


My ſword, which longs to glitter in wy hand. 


» 


hy ſhip to turn, the wiſh'd-for ſhore to gain; 
The ſtubborn wind forbade me to return. 


16 CART H ON. 
Dzxr-sTuNG with pride he roſe—we fought—ke 
_ bled— 


. He fell—and breathleſs at my feet was laid 


The banks of CLuTH a echo'd back the ſound, 


A thouſand vengeful ſpears appear around: 


Through theſe I fought my way, but was purſu'd, 
Until I plung'd into the rolling flood, © 

With ſpeed I ſwim on board, I ſpread: my fails, 
And o'er the ſea I bound with ſwellicg gales. 
When, looking tow'rds the ſhore, my love 1 ſpy 
Rolling on me her red, her tearful eye; 


| While on the wind her dark hair looſely plays; 


The wind, which to my ears her cries conveys ; 
Oſt I look back, and oft I try in vain ' | 


Since * fad day, with inward grief I mourn «* 
1 cu 5 


or 
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Cruraa's green banks 1 never ſince have preſs d, 
Nor ſaw fair Moixa with the ſnowy breaſt. 
In ſack d BAL crurna's fall, ſhe met her death: 
I've ſeen her ghoſt gray-ſtalking o'er the heath; 
I knew her, as ſhe came through duſky night, 
To murm'ring Loza ; like th' uncertain light, 
Which the new moon thro? gather'd miſt does throw, 
When the thick ſky pours down the flaky ſnow, 
When murky darkneſs ſpreads o'er all the plains, 
And o'er the world a deathlike ſtilneſs reigns, 


Tx bards! ſaid Fin AL, raiſe your mournful lays, 
And let our hills reſound with Mo ina praiſe ; 


Pour fagth your ſongs; invite her wand'ring ghoſt ; 
Bid her repair to Mo avs ſhady coaſt, 

That ſhe may reſt with our 808 bloomiag fair 

ar rom, —— 
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Baretvurna's 
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Barerurna's walls I've ſeen in ruins laid: 
Wide o er its ſireets was deſolation ſpread 4 - -- - 
No fire reſounded through its empty halls, - - 


No people murmur'd from its low-laid walls. 


Choak'd by the rubbiſh of its proſtrate tow'rs, - 


The flowing Cx vp thro' new-made channels roars. 


* 
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Its filent domes are now with moſs o'erſpread : 


” 


There the lone thiſtle ſhakes its aged head; 


4 


z 


There howls, with mournful blaſt, the whiſtling | 


wind; 


ce 


There beaſts of prey too ſure a ſhelter find; 

There ſafe the fox from lofty windows ares, 
Whilſt, waving round his head, rank appears : 
All waſte fair Mo 1x 4's dwelling now remains, 

And through her father's houſe dead filence reigns. 
Ye bards ! to theſe illuſtrious ſtrangers raiſe | 


Tour ſongs too well they claim your 
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"They have but fall'n before us; for one dar,, _ 
Perhaps not far, we'll trade the ſame dar; way, © _ 
Son of the winged days! why dot thou boalt _— 


Of lofty tow'rs, rear d up with ſo much-coſt? © 
To- day, thou lookeſt from thy high - rais d domes: 


To-morrow, lo! a howling tempeſt comes 


And lays the tott'ring fabric on the ground, 


Which with its fall makes earth and ſkies reſound. 12 A 3 


Thy ſhield half-worn hangs on thy empty nal; 5 A 
The howling blaſt loud whiſtles through thy hall. I 
And let the tempeſt come—while ſtrength does laſt, _— 

We'll ſeek renown, nor fear the — * | 
Glory Fil, Juin antidft th embarti'd:througy : - 
And with my name the bards ſhall grace their ſong. I 
one pos the ſhell—let n all appear * * ny = 


o * a +W . 
, as 
ax „ 
= - 
a \ 


* "= * 8 4 


When thou, O Sun of heav'n ! ſhalt fink: wa — 


If fail at laſt thou muſt, thou mighty light! = 


4 . + * „ n 
. * K * R 9 i W 
N 8 2 9 W gh 9 28 7 9 l N 88 Ph g V 
AN, . * R 2 E 9 N IE 2% , 2 Y 
ts. WI 22 2 R 1 y i 
28,8 * . 5 & 4 
7 ov : * 2 7 8 


c AR T HU. 


If only for a ſeaſon thou may'ſt ſhine; | 
Our fame ſhall yet ſurvive each ray of thine. 


So ſung the king, and made the hall reſound : 
And mirth and joy brighten'd each face aronnd. 
His thouſand bards all forward liſt'ning bend, 

And to the king an ear attentive lend. 

His voice was like the harp's melodious ſound, 
Brought on the gale, when ſpring ſmiles all around. 
Great were the thoughts that o'er thy mind did roll, 
O king ! why had not I thy ſtrength of ſoul ? 


But thou, accompliſh'd hero! ſtand'ſt alone, | 


And Moxvzx's king can rival'd be by none. 


Tus paſt the night in various ſong away : © W 

Morning return d in joy, and brought the day. 1 
E Above, their hoary heads the mountains ſhow 5 5 a = 
d the blue face of ocean ſmiles below. 
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Playful, around the diſtant rock, we ſee 


The white waves tumbling ſlowly from the ſea 2 
The gray miſt riſes—like an aged man | I 
It came, and glided o'er the filent plain, 1 A 

Its large limbs moved not; but along the coaſt 5 | 


Gelf-born it ſeem'd, ſupported by a ghoſt : 62H] 
Then, high in air, o'er SE LMA“'s hall it ſtood, ET 
And there diſſolved in a ſhow'r of blood. 1 SK 


Tunis dreadful fight alone to Fincar's vier * 
Appear'd— his people's death he thence foreknew. iT a a 1 f 
Thoughtful a while he ſcem'd, and held his peace 3 


Then to his hall he ſtrode, with haſty pace. ” = 
His father's ſpear he graſp'd—bright o'er his breaſt” ; | | : 
Ratti d the mail—his heroes round him preſs'd,. -  Þ 
Each at the other look'd, with dire amaze z; 
E 


— 
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They ſaw the battle in his face appear, 
The death of armies on his ſhining ſpear. 

A thouſand ſhiclds at once are rais'd on high ; 
A thouſand ſwords they brandiſh to the ſky 
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= The hall of SSI u brightens all around; 
Dire is the clang of arms with diſmal ſound. 

The gray dogs howl, foreboding war and blood; 
The mighty chiefs ſtill fix d in ſilence ſtood- 

i Each on the king's his eyes attentive held, 

= Each half adum'd his ſpear, and wiſh'dthe bloody fiel. 
= The king at length this gloomy filence broke, 


Aud in theſe words the lit ning chiefs beſpoke : 
f | Ys ſons of woody Morven! ſoon muſt ceaſe E 


L The chearful ſhell, and all the joys of peace. 
7 Though not long ſince, we reſt from war's alarms, 
Yet a freſh call now ſummons us to arms, 5 
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The battle darkens near us—o'er the land 
Grim death now hovers, with deſtroying hand. : 
Some friendly ghoſt forewarns us of our foes ; 
Some friend of Fixcar's all our danger ſhows, 

Far o'er the darkly rolling ſea they come, 

From diſtant lands, to meet an early tomb: 
For from the ſea the ſign before me ſtood | 
In dreadful form, and fell in ſhow'rs of blood. 
This ſignal let us take, and now prepare 

Th' approaching foe to meet in gloomy war: 
His maſly ſpear let ev'ry warrior wield, 

And ev'ry warrior fix his orbed ſhield ; 

Let each his father's glitt'ring ſword gird well, 


And o'er each breaſt, like light'ning, flame the mail: 


Let the dark helmet riſe on ev'ry head; 
For ſoon the foe will on our coaſt be ſpread: 


The battle like a gath'ring ſtorm does Iour, 


And ſtraight, of death you'll hear the diſmal 8 
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Turn, as a cloud ſurcharg'd with thunder dire 
Moves dark before a ridge of heav'nly fire, 
That blazing ſtreams along the ſky of night, 
Which mariners behold with fad affright; 
Gloomy before his hoſt he leads the way, 
Who hear his orders, and who glad ow; 


On Cona's riſing heath at length they Rood, 


And thence, with looks impatient, view'd the flood, 
There, as in bright array they ſtand above, 
White-boſom'd maids behold them, like a grove ; 
For lovers loſt already they complain ; 

wich mournfut eyes they view the rolling main; 
A diſtant fail, each foaming wave appears, 

And every roſy cheek is bath'd in tears. 


FULL on the ſea aroſe the ſun—we knew 


A fleet, tall-fireaming, growing on our view. 
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Like floating miſt the ſhips approach the ſhore; _ 

Their troops in crouds upon the coaſt they pour: 

A youthful chief among them bright appear'd, 

As looks the branchy ſtag amidſt the herd. 

The king of ſpears ſtrode ſtately o'er the field; 

Before him flam'd his golden-ſtudded ſhield ; 

Tow'rds StLMa's tow'ring halls he leads the way; 

His thouſands move behind in firm array, 3 : : 


Go, ſaid the king, and with the ſong of peace, 


ULLiNn, adviſe this prince from war to ceaſc. 
Tell him, in battle we are far renown'd, 
That ghoſts of many foes now hover round; *_.. 
But they are fam'd who feaſt within my halls : 
They ſhew, in foreign lands, along their walls, ; 


My father's arms; Which ſtrangers with amare 


SS, 2 


bleſs the friends of Mo RVEN'S race · * 1. 


* 
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The world's dread lord, alarm'd at our renown, 
Grows pale with fear, and trembles on his throne. N 
Tur bard, thus charg'd, went ſilently along, 3 
T' accoſt the youthful warrior with his ſong: f 
Whom, as great Fix GAL view'd in ſhining arms, 5 
He bleſs'd and wiſh'd him ſafe from war's alarms. | , 
Benign he gaz'd, as on his ſpear reclin'd f 
| He ſtood, thus pond'ring in his mighty mind : | 
= 
How ftately art thou, ſtranger ! from afar ; | 

My ſoul warms to thee, tho' thou com'ſt with war. 
The ruddy bloom of youth adorns thy face; 
Thy hair in ringlets waves, with manly grace; | 
Tall as a fir, thy ſpear gleams o'er the field; 


Broad as the moon, thou bear'ſt thy flaming ſhield ; 
Thy ſword a beam of might is, by thy ſide, 
Ahl wou'd thou ne'er had'ſt croſs'd the ſwelling-tide * 
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This tall fair tree may fall and fade away, | 

And all its bluſhing honours ſoon decay, 

The daughter of the ſtranger ſhall ſurvey, 

With penſive looks, the darkly rolling ſea. 

* Behold a ſhip,” her prattling children cry ; 

„ BALCLUTHA'S king returning home we ſpy.” 
At this their mother's eyes are bath'd in tears: 

This wakes her grief, and rouſes all her cares j 
Graceful in ſorrow, for the youth ſhe weeps, | : 
Her love, on Moxven's plains who peaceful ſleeps. 


* 


Tu us mus'd the king, as UI II x onward went, 


His ſteps to mighty Ca R THoGx ſtraight he bent; 
Whom, leading on his hoſt, as near he drew, 


A ſhining ſpear before him down he threw, 


Aud with the ſong of peace him thus addrefs'd ,, »» - 8 
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Fin invites thee, CanTrox, to his feaſt: 


q 28 rr 
. Of which he bids thee chearfully to ſhare, 0 
; Or lift thy pointed ſpear in gloomy war. 
; Ghoſts of our foes in numbers hover round; 


But Moxzven's friends were ever far renown'd. 
Behold, O Wer from RENTON main 
Theſe little green hills ſcatter d o'er this plain, 
Wich moſſy ſtones and ruſtling graſs o' ergrown: 
T heſe are the tombs of Fixc ar's foes o'erthrown, 
The tombs of ſtrangers from the ſwelling deep, 


For whoſe untimely death their friends now weep. 


O BAR of woody Mo RVEX ! (thus reply'd 
The noble CarTron, in his riſing pride), 
Think not that to the feeble thou doſt ſpeak, 
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Or that my arm in battle yet is weak. 
'Do'lt ſee me ſhrink ? or does my face turn pale? 
In vain thou ſtriv'ſt to fright me with a tale 5 5 
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Of thoſe who fell Son of the peaceful ſong ! 
I joy to mingle in th' embattl'd throng. 

This arm has fought—my fame is ſpread afar ; 
Oft have I toil'd in the rough front of war 
Do'ſt think I'll fly ?—No—here IL will withſtand 


FincaL's whole force, or die beneath his hand *© 


How cou'dſt thou dream I'd feaſt in Fincar's halls, 
Whoſe father's arms laid low BAL Ur nA's walls 
With waſteful fire ?—lIts levell'd tow'rs I've ſeen, 

In ſmoaking ruins, ſpread along the plain. *: 
Too young was I my ſuff 'rings then to * 8 
or why the virgins wail'd with ceaſeleſs woe. 

The mounting flames, as o'er my walls they riſe, 
And ſmoaky columns, pleaſe my infant eyes: CoH 4 3 7 a 4 
Ott L look back, and glad behold the icht, 8 
While o'er the hills my friends are ſpread i in . i 
But when my youth came on, and 1 beheld” 5 


Wy 3 tow'rs in rubbiſh o'er the. old, 
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And now muſt vengeance have, or meet my doom ; 


I muſt or glory gain, or glory give. 


From either wing, and ſhake the ſolid ground; 
Each ſtood in act to fight, and wiſh'd the field, 


Bright as a pillar cover'd o'er with fireG. 
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My agb ended with the dawn of light, 
My tears deſcended with the ſhades of night, 


Revenge and indignation fill my breaſt, 
No longer can I taſte of joy or reſt. 

Shall I not fight, I ſaid, with FixGaL's hoſt, - 
And terror ſpread o'er Mo a £n's ſhady coaſt ? 


It was for this I o'er the ſea have come, 


Know, bard ! on other terms I ſcorn te live, 
As thus he ſpake, his people gather round 
Each warrior drew his ſword, and rais'd his ſaield ; 


Full in the van he ftands, replete with ire, 


CART H O N. 
He thinks of ſack'd BaLcLUTHAa—his red eyes 
: Half-fll with tears his boſom heaves with ſighs, 
And ſwells with erouded pride along the height 
Sidelong he looks, waiting the ſhock of fight, 
Where Moxven's youth in ready order ſtand: 
| His pond'rous jav'lin trembles in his hand. 
Then bending forward, gloomy as the night, 
He ſeems to challenge Fixcar to the fight. 


As he advanc'd, thus FinGAL to his ſoul + 
Upon this youthful warrior ſhall I roll 


Ere he has time to ſhow his ſkill or force? 
'T'were cruel thus to rob him of his fame, 
And ſuture bards may then reproach my name: 


For they may ſay, as CaRTuok's n 


FiNGAL - his thouſands to the 2 drew, * 5 


FAt once my utmoſt ſtrength, and ſtop his conrſe © 
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Ere Ca R THOo fell o'erpower'd—ye ſhall not blame 


FinGAaL for this, ye bards, nor cloud his fame, 
My heroes firſt in fight the youth ſhall try, 

And from this ſtand myſelf their ſtrife ſhall ſpy : 
If he prevails, then, with reſiſtleſs might, 

Like Coxa's roaring ſtream, I'Il ruſh to fight. 


Who of my heroes, fam'd in toilſome war, 
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Goes forth to meet this ſtranger come from far? 


Many his warriors on our coſt appear, 
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a Daunt leſs his ſoul, and ſtrong his aſhen ſpear, 
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Taz ſtrength of CaTHvuir roſe, great Loxmar's h 
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ſon, 7 
Fated, alas ! too ſoon his race to run! 

1} Three hundred youths attendant on him came, 
'q From his own native ſtreams, in queſt of fame ; « H 
l But againſt CaxTHoN ſeeble was his might; 7 
| ö Reeling he fell—his friends are Toy in be. . 1 
_ Conran, is 
1 2 


Co xa wou'd next againſt the chief advance. 

| At the firſt charge, he broke his heavy lance : 
Him Ca x TH Ox bound—his people trembling fled ; 
The field is ſtrow'd with mountains of the dead. 


Tuov ſeeſt our foes purſue, our army broke; 
(To mighty CLEssammor thus FinGaAL ſpoke) ; 
Where are thy avon ? where is thy maſſy ſpear, 

'In 1 times, that thinn'd the ranks of war? 


Conxar, thy friend, lies bound upon the plain, 


In a fetters, worſe, far worſe than ſlain. | 
F Ariſe, O C oMHaAr's friend! in ſhining ſteel; 
Let this young chief the ſtrength of Moa v feel, 


StLEXT, in rattfing arms the warrior roſe : 


His grizly hair, on either ſhoulder, flows; 


Then forth to battle ruſh'd,-in martial pride, 


His full-orb'd ſhield he fitted to his ſide?/?˖xk YG 
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Uyox that heathy rock great CaxTHonN ſtood, 


And for a while ſurceas'd from war and blood : 
The aged hero, ſtriding o'er the field, 
Advancing tow'rds him, he from thence beheld, 


The dreadful joy, that on his face appears, 


He loves, and ſtrength beneath a weight of years. 


Sn I, he ſaid, ruſh forward on this foe, 
And lift that ſpear that needs no ſecond blow? 
Or ſhou'd I not decline th' unequal ſtrife, 

And try by peaceful words to ſave his life? 
Tho' gray in arms, ſtill vig'rous he appeats; 
And lovely is the remnant of his years. 


Perhaps tis Mo1n 4's love that ſtrikes my ſight ; 


Perhaps my father now reſumes the fight. 
Oſt have I heard it told by current fame, ( 


That here he dwelt near Lo xA's echoing ſtream. 
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Him, pond'ring thus, great CLESSAMMOR drew 


near, 


He pois'd on high, and launch'd the forceful ſpear: 


CarTHON receiv'd it on his ſounding ſhield ; _ 


It blunted fell, and harmleſs, on the field. A 
Then thus, in accents mild, he ſtrove t' aſſwage 2 
The aged warrior, and to calm his rage: ; 2 N 


Sar, chief! why com'ſt Rink thro' the ranks ſo far ? 
What makes thee foremoſt in the ſhock of war? _ :.: | 
Haſt thou no ſon, that knows the ſpear to wield, 

And raiſe, A fire, the flaming ſhield ? 

Fitter he'd meet my arm in youthful ſtrife, 

Than thus expoſe an aged father's life. 

Thy dear lov'd ſpouſe, ſay, does ſhe ſad deplore ; 

O'er her fall'n ſons ? or is ſhe now no more ? 

Do'k thou from kings derive thy pedigree ? | 

What glory ſhall I gain by conqu' ring thee 2 Se 
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To this tall CIESSA MOR, incens'd, reply d: 
Great will thy glory be, thou ſon of pride! I ; 
If I ſhou'd fall, in battle I've got fame; <0. 
But to a foe 1 ivr told my name. 

Thy youth avails thee not: I charge thee yield; 


My ſword has mark'd its way in many a field. 


I VSV yielded, hoary chief! reply'd 


The noble CaxrTronN, in his youthful pride ; 


In well-fought fields I've alſo got a name, 

And now am fir'd with hope of future fame. 

Deſpiſe me not, thou gloomy king of ſpears ! 

My arm, my ſword, is ſtrong, though few my years. 
Retire, old warrior! 'mong thy friends—away— 


And let young heroes mingle in the fray. 
Turx CLes8amMon, with eres fakus'd ; in tears: 
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Age does not yet ſo tremble on my hand, 

But that thy utmoſt faves I can withſtand ; 

E till can lift the ſpear, and wield the dart, 

That happily may pierce thy youthful heart, 

And do'ſt thou bid me fly in FincarL's fight ? 

In fight of him I lov'd, forſake the fight? 

I never fled, nor know I aught of fear, i 
Son of the ſea! exalt thy pointed ſpear- 19 9 


As when two winds ſtrive with contending force, 
To roll the waves in their impetuous courſm 
So fought the chiefs - but CarTron bade his ſpear 
(He thought the foe was Morng's ſpouſe) to err: 
With his keen ſword he aim'd ſo fierce a ſtroke, 


— 


That CLrs8'mor's beamy ſpear in twain was bree 


He next ſecur'd his ſword, and laid him low, _ 


he . . . | 2 $i * 
And now prepar'd to bind his vanquith'd:foet 24.2 _ __ 
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But CrxssAu 40 a fatal dagger drew: 
Caxruon's fair ſide he ſpy'd expos'd to view; 
Th' unwary pouch deep felt the deadly wound; 
His reeking blood in ſtreams diſtains the ground. 


Wirn grief, great Fixcar from the height beheld 
His friend defeated, and conſtrain'd to yield, 
Prone down the ſteep, in ſounding ſteel, he bent 


His courſe—the hoſt ſtood filent as he went— 


Forward he ruſh'd—the heroes, with ſurpriſe, 


Fix on the king of men, at once, their eyes, 

He came, like ſullen noiſe before a ſtorm, 

Ere winds arife, or clouds the heavens deform. : 
The heath-tir'd hunter hears the diſtant ſhock, 


And ſeeks the ſhelter of ſome ſhelving rock. 


car uamov'd remains, nor leaves his place, 


© While from his fide the blood flows down apace. 
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His hopes of fame aroſe, as he beheld 
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Fi GAL, with port ſublime, ſtride o'er the field. 
But o'er his blooming cheeks was paleneſs ſpread ; 
Looſe flows his hair; low bends his ſinking head 
Beneath his tow'ring helm, that ſhakes on high ; 
And from his breaſt breaks forth the burſting ſigh— 


His ſpirits fail; his wonted force retires ; 


But his ſtrong ſoul (till heaves-with martial fires. 
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Wren FixGAL ſaw his blood ae he drew near, Mp 
Sudden he ſtops, and drops th' uplifted ſpear; 4 
| Then thus aloud :—I need not bid thee yield, 
Young king of ſwords ! thy blood ſtreams o'er the 
field, EY 
Mighty thou waſt in battle, and this day 


Well play'd thy part; thy fame ſhall ne er decay. 
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b 3 Far xri xv the carborn Ca RTO thus reply'd : f 
Art thou that mighty king fam'd far and wide ? f 
| Art thon that light of death, whoſe name alone | | 

I Makes the world's Emp'ror tremble on his throne ? 
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Now do I ſee that terror of the plain ; 


Whoſe mighty arm whole hoſts oppoſe in vain ; 


I 
1 
Whoſe thund'ring voice along the field does roar | -& 
Like billows burſting on a deſert ſhore ; | W 

A 


Who bears down all in his impetuous courſe, 


As torrent rivers roll with rapid force; 


Swift as the tow'ring eagle of the ſky, 


3 To ſeize his ſcatter'd foes.—In vain they fly. 
on: had I met him in the field of fame, 
3A « 


Then future bards would eternize my name; 

= The hunter, as he paſs'd ny tomb would fay, 

=” This prince with Fix GAL ſtrove in bloody fray.” 
| | But I have run a ſhort 1gnoble courſe, | 
I | And on the feeble only pour'd my force: 5 5 fs 
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No bard, with juſt applauſe, my name ſhall crown; | 
And CarTtron dies unheeded and unknown. 
Uxxnown thou ſhalt not die, reply'd the king, ? 
My bards are many, and thy praiſe ſhall fing 2, * 


They ſhall to future times tranſmit thy name 
And children yet unborn ſhall hear thy fame, 22548 
When they fit round the oak's reſplendent light, | 
And paſs, in ſongs of old, the tedious niht: F 
The hunter, lurking in the heath, ſhall her 
The ruſtling blaſt ſtrike his attentive ear | £ i 


When, raiſing up his eyes, he ſhall behold- 542, © "1 3 f 


The rock where CAR TO fell in times of old 5 + 90 2 = x L 
Then, turning to his ſon, he points the place » 
Where fought the mighty chiefs of former dayes 4 1 8 5 : 
„ Barcrvr#s's king,” he fays, « arriv'd from fag 
ih Ober Mon vx x's coaſt to ſpread deſtructive War. 15 | 3 
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«« Here met the hoſts—and there, like waſteful flames I} | 
% Young CaxnTon fought, or ſtrength of thouſand = 


% ſtreams,” 


Au AN of joy o'er Cax rnox's face was ſpread— 1 
He rais'd his eyes —his friends ſupport his head 
But ere they'd laid him in the ſilent grave, 48 
His glitt'ring ſword to Fixcar's hand he gave, 
That CaxThox's name in Moavæx might remain, 


And Seina's halls the precious pledge retain, 


Anv now the bard had ſung the ſong of peace; 
O'er all the field the ſound of war did ceaſe, 
The chiefs around che falling Caxr no crowd ; 
They lean'd upon their ſpears, and ſilent food; 1 
Deep heart-felt ſighs from every boſom broke, v 
As thus the dying hero feebly Po.. J 7 
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| His long dark hair is ſighing to the wind, PEE <> 


| And to theſe words he ſcarce can utt'rance find. 


I rat, O king ! faſt ebbs my vital force; £3 
I die, and ſcarce have ended half my courſe» + 
Now cold I feel the chilling hand of death; 

In foreign lands I here reſign my breath. 
Snatch'd in his early youth, now ends his das; 
The laſt remaining branch of RzvTH'min's race: 

Now mournful ſhadows ſtalk o'er CAT plains, 
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And darkneſs over ſad BarcLuTha reigns. 
And now this only favour let me have, | wack £ — 

On Lena's banks—tis all Laſs grave: 2 : FL 
There dwelt my father, —Let the gray ſtone ſhow, 

MB If yer he lives, chat there his ſon lies low. 
Who knows but Mo ina's ſpouſe, in grief, may come 


To mourn o'er CaxT non in his early tomb. 
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Dying he ſpoke, —To his old father's heart V 
Diſtreſs, too big for vent, his words impart. A 
Struck dumb with horror, ſick*ning at the ſound, At 
Near his fall'n ſon he ſinks upon the ground. 1 
; Darken'd and ſad the warriors all remain: | | | | : He 
No voice, no ſound is heard along the plain, | Bu 
A glimm'ring light the filver moon now ſhows, | He 
And o'er the mournful field freſh paleneſs throws. Ale 


The chiefs ſtood ſilent, like the hoary deep, 

When in their coeds angry tempelts "A 

Still fix'd they ſtood, like rows of lofty trees bi 
On Goxmat's top, unſhaken by the breeze. 


| Three days the blooming CaxTron they deplore z FF On 


Upon the fourth, bis father was no more. Th. 
In that _”__ plain, theſe moſs-grown ſtones ſtill ſhow BY Th: 


Where lie the mighty, and the great how low. L The 


A ghoſt their tomb defends, which ſtran gers lune 2 
Xo bither the lovely Mo 1n 4 repairs. 
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WH When on the rock the ſun's bright beam is found, 
And a thick gloom enwraps the world around, 


At that lone hour, ſtalking along the green, OY 
In mournful ſtate, fair Moi na's always ſeen. = 
. Her feeble wailings often reach our ears: ++ „ 

But not like Mo xv EN'S daughter ſhe appears; | 

Her flowing robes are from the ſtrangers lands PP” 21 

Alone ſhe ſtalks, and waves her Iilly- hand: 


* * 


Lone for the ſhort-liv'd prince great FI 
— 2 15 % 
| He 'd his bards, how oft the day return 
On which the valiant youthful hero fell. 
They ſhou'd in plaintive ſtrains his praiſes tell. . ' 2 


That day they often mark'd ; and, in his pra, 
© The hills and dates reſound theſe mournful la- z: 
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© Waro, dark, from nn: upon our 4 
% Like autumn's ſhadowy: Eloud, pours forth his bol! 
3 « Along dark Loxa's heath, who, thund'ring, roars? 
4 « His voice tremendous there young CArTHON pours, 
4 1% Death trembles in his hand—whole hoſts retire, 
= &@&@ *« Before his eyes, that flaſh with living fire— 
| 4 % The thickeſt ranks cannot his force ſuſtain— 
ou he ruſhes on the hoſtile train— — & 
2 „ The people fall—for lo! as he proceeds, 
| * Ar each fierce ſtroke, an armed warrion bleeds. 
Oer heaps of ſlaughter'd foes behold him ſtride, 
Like Mozvzn's gloomy ghoſt, in ſullen pride 
4 5 «© Long time unmov'd the rage of war he braves, 

E 2 And rides ſerene amidſt the ſtormy waves: ; 
bene down at length, he's number'd with the ſlain; 
e a young oak extended on the pl 
E. Whaſe looſen'd roots a ſudden blaſt invades, 
— — : 
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« Loft in the bloom of youth, lo! there he lies ! 
and joy, when ſhalt thou riſe I. 
% Who, dark, like autumn's cloud, pours forth his 
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From ocean's roar, on Motytx's woody coaſt 2% | 


So ſung the bards, as CaxTHon's fall they monrn & 
- Such were their words on that ſad day's return 
Jos have I ming!'d in the weeping train; 
My voice has added to their melting ſtrain; 


For the young prince I felt a grief fincere, * 


And on his grave have dropt the tender tear. 
Love of his country in his boſom burn'd;; . 


ni gen'rous ſoul to noble deeds was turn'ds _ " 


* 


* 


uin; By cruel death arreſted in his bloom, ? 2 
wir glory crown'd, he funk into the tomb. 


Whither, O CLess'mon ! doſt thou now 
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Say, has thy ſon forgot his ſtreaming wound! 
And does he on the clouds attend thee round? 


T FEEL it warm— the heat intenſely * | 
Leave me, Mar vi xl to a ſhort repoſe - 3 
A diſtant feeble voice, methinks, I hear; . 
3 Their ſhades, perhaps, may in my dreams appear— Þ| «, 
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> The heat o erpow'rs me quite I' Il here recline 3 


E On Cantuon's tomb. The ſun delights to ſhine— «, 
| ct 
FTuoos radiant Sun! round as my father's ſhield, ” 
At whoſe approach each leſſer light muſt yield ; 1 
O thou that roll'ſt above in ſplendour bright ! | ; 60 


$ * Hoe” Whence are thy beams, thy everlaſting light ? 4% 


« Soon as they ſee thy awful beauty blaze, Y « 
tue twinkliog ſtars hide their diminiſh'd rays; | « 1 


= * The pale cold moon all dim wein | " ( 
% And baſtes, in weſtern waves, to ſeck repoſt We 
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In vain thy beams on Os s1an's eye balls play; 


Ear TF Hon 
Alone thou mov'ſt, with unremitting force; 
And none can be companion of thy courſe! 


With years, the mountain-oaks do fade away; 


The lofty mountains moulder and decay; 
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The reſtleſs ocean ſhrinks and grows a 
Oft in the ſky the moon is ſought in van: 


Thou ever ſhin'ſt the ſame, with kindling force, 


Rejoicing in the brightneſs of thy courſe! 4 
When gloomy tempeſts darken all the ſky y;; 
When thunders roll, and forked light'nings fly; 
Thou lookeſt forth, in all thy dazzling form, 


Break'ſt thro' the clouds, and laugheſt at the gs 
But not to me thou pour'ſt ch all-chearing ray; 


No more thy glorious light can I behold. 


Whether theeaſtern clouds thou ſtreak' wi wi 
Or to the weſtern gates thy trembling cc 


"= 8 


* 


o 


10 roll'd. 


*. 
mY 


27 


*. 


S 


7 7 | cc 


* 


Nor ſpread the ruddy morning o'er the a 


% 4 


u Exult, O Sun! in radiant ſplendour gay; 


; E u While youth attends thee, ſhed abroad the day, 


a - Cnranrrss and dark's the ſeaſon of our years, 
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t and glimm' ring light i 
Wunile ev'ry hill with floating miſt is crown d: 
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clouds appears; 
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The race of kings who ſway'd Ireland during ibis 
remote period were connected with the reyal family in 


Scotland, as they were deſcended of Trenmor, ance: _ 
Jauer to Fingal, then king of Morven, or ade Bighs 
: kinds of Scotland. Arth the ſen Arbe ; apa 
ucceeded by | his | fon 


Cormac, a minor. The chief of the tribe met; 


king of Ireland, dying, was 


Temora, the royal palace, in order to chuſe out" 


ſoon to a determination. It happened; bat 
lin, king of the Ile of Miſt, 1. 7. Sky, on the's 


# 


= 4 „ reſided at this time in with bis . 
— — 
43 * ; = 


= 3. 9 a relation of Fingal's, and <onſequently 
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== the young king's, be was choſen guardian, and the 
2 5 ; ; - Fuition of the kingdom given to him ; be having al. 


lll very famous by bis great ae. 
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the Belge who poſe. 
the ſouth of Ireland, ſet up for | 
F in Connaught, end advanced tewards Te- 
be, is order 70 dethrone Cormac, who, excepting = 
, 


How, came a ud bim at the lake of Le 


; "ni totally defeated bi, forcer. Torlath eue I : 
"the zy Cuchullin's band ; but ar be bimfelf prefed b 


bara upon the Hing ene my, he was mortally wennde bo, S I 


b , 0 en arrow, and foon after repired, Togu, 
| N $ j 3, e. iſland of blue waves, war fubjet 1 : 
f | Cuchullin'⸗ friend, ff few days before the mes 0 - 
4 : | "Torlath's — bad reached Temora, | 2 1 
3 ad failed to Togorma, his native iſle, and. Was. 1 
there detained by Wray winds, during the war in 5 
-  evhich Cuchullin was killed, The death of Calmar, 
the fon of Matha, is related at large in the 3d 
| eb 4 be war an only. ſang) 
| Bim vat extinct. The ſeat of this {bs awas an the 
= banks of the river _ i of Le 


2 
i * the night before the battle, This cireunſia 
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gefted to the peet the beautiful 


| tha for ber fon Calmar.—So much light dues tradi- 
tion throw on the ſubject of the following 8 ; to | 
«which Oſſian, ere he enters on the action, introduces 
himſelf, as if overbearing Bragela lamenting for tbe 


abſence of ber buſeand Cuchullin, before ſhe knows of 
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PP ARE! i Peas echoing ſhield Thear?* |! 


EE. Or voice of other times, that ſtrikes mine ear? 55 5 
N Go Thy notes, ſoft mourner, yield my ſoul delight, | +8 | 
And ſteal away with j joy my chearleſs night. Es 55 
+ Lovely Baacer a ! pour the mekting/lay 3 3 74> | 
| „ 0 O car-borne Sonnet Ans daughter | og: 8 | 3 
3 A EF ng © ; 27 


« TT is the white wave of the rock 1 ſpy, 
« And Fe CucavLiuiin's ſails that meet my eye: 
4 2 cc The rolling miſt oft cheats my weary ſight, 
I „ When flow it riſes ronad ſome ghoſt of night; 


2 As on the wind its gray ſkirts ſpreading move, 


1 think it is the ſhip that brings my love. 


bw Thy wiſh'd return why doſt ſo long delay? 
5 Haſte, ſon of gen'rous SEmo ! come away ! 


== ve Four times has yellow autumn crown'd the plain, 


2 * And rais'd the ſeas on blue Tocorma's ſhore, 
% Since thus thy tedious abſence I deplore ; 
% While thou haſt been amidſt the roar of war, - 


. 1 On Exin's plains, and I at diſtance far. 


When will ye echo to his truſty hounds? _. 


2 8 % But dark and, ſilent are your tops on bighz + : 
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A 2 « Ye hear me not 3 i in vain to you 1 ery. 
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Four times have wintry ſtorms deform'd the main, 


RL Hills of the IsLs of Misr! with anſw'ring ſounds, 
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„ Faſt low my tears while laſts the dreary night. 
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And now from heav'n rolls down the duſky night; 

ho The face of ocean fails to my weak ſight; 

«© The heath-cock's head beneath his wing is laid; 

© The hind and hart, ſecure, in ſleep are ſpread. <3 

© Refreſh's from reſt, they'll rife. with -morning's 
& beam, > 

“ To feed along the land, or moſſy ſtream: 

But I forlorn ! ſtill haunted by my fears, 


4” 


% Can find no reſpite from tormenting care: 


-_ 


« Ah then! why com'lt thou not, to eaſe my wo, —— 
«© To make my throbbing heart with joy o'erflow ? 


« Q Tuna“ s chief ! ſecure from war's alarms, 1 


When wilt chou come to bleſs theſe longing arms „ 


May come to bleſs thee in a pleaſing dream. 


\CucnuvLLin fits, the chief of dauntleſs ſoul: 


-, While night's dark ſhades enwrap the world around. 
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Exovucn thou'ſt mourn'd—Though 1 can't bring 


b cvenUuL LW 


| relief, . . N | 
My ſoul, Bzaceta! ſhares in all thy grief. - 
Pleaſant has been thy voice in Oss 14N's ear; £1 fl 


Now comfort take, and to thy hall repair ; 
Let them light up the oak's reſplendent fire; 
Compos'd for reſt, do thou from all retire: 
Round Dunscaicn's walls, the murmurs of the deep 


Thou']t hear, and thy blue eyes will ſink in fleep. 


Thy much-lov'd prince, now crown'd with martial 


fame, 


* 


By LE GO's lake, whoſe waters darkly roll, 


His thouſands near are ſpread along the ground, | 


| Full 


Full in the midſt, an hundred oaks diſplay'd 


Their blazing light — che feaſt of ſhells is ſpread—- 

| Their dangers are forgot—o'er all joy ſmiles 7 f 
old Casi with his harp the time beguiles:  » 
Beneath a ſpreading tree he takes his ſtand, _ 
And ſtrikes the flowing notes with ſkilful hand? e 3 
His hoary locks, toſt by the blaſt! of night, Ty” a ; 
Wave graceful, glitt'ring to the beamy light, | 1 : 
The hoſt, attentive, lidens when he fing,; Þ 
While to his voice he joins the ſounding ſtrings; 1 | 
To blue Tocorna's chief he rais'd the lar: 3». 38 ö J 

' Cvcnvuiin's friend, in danger far away: : * I 

* Wn r, Connar ! in the day of gloomy wa; I 


© When threats the Rove why art thou diſtant TY 
The ſouthern chiefs againſt our ſov'reign Lord, 
In beſtile bands, have draws the bloody ford 
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« While thou doſt in thy ſea-girt iſle remain 
« At eaſe—or do the winds thy fails detain ?. 


% Yet is not CoRmac guardleſs and alone: 


& The brave Cucuur LEN , gen'rous SE o's ſon, 


% To pour deſtruction on the hoſtile train. 


“ Like vapours borne by the wind's ſultry breath, 


He fights his battles, who is knowa afar, 
d The dread of ſtrangers, and the pride of war : 
He fights for him, whoſe path is mark'd with - 


« death; 


His well-try'd hoſt leads forth upon the plain, 


% Beneath whoſe baleful blaſt the people die, 
* While the red ſun ſhines dimly through the ſky.” 


As Carr ſung, they ſaw a foe appear, 


Who ſtraight advanc'd, and dropt his pointleſs ſpear : 
From Tosters came the bard, whoſe thouſands lay, 
By Lugo's ſable: ſurge, in dread array. 


- + 


AN gens gat 


» 
= 
1 
« 
2 
1 
« / 
3 
F 
1 


Wan .* \.z- £200 


b 


Wo 


"T0 414 T Uhis troops, 'gainſtcar-borne- Cormac drew, 
By force or fraud to gain his lawleſs view: | 
Guardleſs he thought to find the royal boyz ;; 
He ſought his crown, and would himſelf deſtroy. 
Meantime the blooming prince, unſkall'd in war, 

In fam'd Trmora's halls is diſtant far; 50 

13 here he is train'd to bend his father's bow, 2 21 
To wield the ſword, the maſſy ſpear to throw. 

„ik : Alas in vain thou'rt taught to lift the ſpear, 1 

' Mild-ſhining beam of youth ! for death is ner: 
Death ſtands behin d, and dims thy riſing light; 

As ſhines the moon, half-darken'd, through the night. 
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Bexross the fon of ſongs Cucnvutim roſe: 
| But, e're he aſks the meſſage” of his ſoes, .; 


oy: invites him to becorne his = 
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Sweet voice of Leco (then the chief begun) 
What are great Toxrarn's words, CanTELA'S ſon? 


Say, will he deign in peace our feaſt to ſhare ? 


4 ( 


16 
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Or does he ſeek to meet our arms in war? 


« Soon as the morning-ray adorns the ſkies, 
In arms he meets thy force,” (the bard replies), 
Warriors he brings, in bloody ſtrife to dare, 


To fight and conquer in the liſts of war: 


* 


His troops, when form'd upon th' embattl'd plain, 
Brave though thou art, their ſhock thou' lt ſcarce 
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« ſuſtain; 


But Toxtartn's arm is of ſuch forceful ſway, 
Thou canſt not ſtand him in the dreadful fray; *' 
His pond'rous ſpear, whene'er he lifts in fight, 


Seems to his foes a meteor of the night: 


It falls—and lo ! it thins the ranks of war, 
And makes the braveſt ſtand aghaſt with fear: 
| Dead 
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Death on the light' ning of his ſword attends ; 
Sd. «© Offoes the dread, the ſure defence of friends. 8 
Think not, (reply'd the chief), that ll retire 

From Tonuaru's arm, though ſtrong as waſteful fire, 
Though brave he be as chan de in the fight, : oF F 
And though his ſpear be of reſileſs might. 
Know, bard ! CuciuLLin ſhall that fire withkand, 4 
Shall brave that forceful ſpear, that dreadful hand? 4 4 

Ready I'll meet him with the riſing day; 17] 4 


dee Its earlieſt beam ſhall on my blue arms plaßp. + ol 
Meanwhile reſt here, and ſhare the joyful ſhell, > | 
And with thy voice, O bard ! our cares diſpel 1 2 


Or hear old Ca AT ſing TRNMO RAS lay, 

Till morning join our hoſts in bloody fray. 2 a 
Tus $ is no time, (he ſays), the dong te bears, 4 2 

While death ſtands ardent on the edge: of war; | b 
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When low'ring hoſts are ready to engage, 
And roll, like roaring ſtreams, their mingled rage. 
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„ SLIMORA ! why ſo dark doſt thou appear? 

« Why do thy woods ſuch Glent horrors wear? 

% No beam does the pale moon around thee throw, 

«© No green ftar trembles o'er thy ſhady brow ; 

5 But death-portending meteors, through the glade, 
And thin gray forms, our frighted eyes invade : 
Why dark and ſilent thus, SLI ORA ! tell 
Why on thy woods ſuch gloomy horrors dwell?” 


So ſung the bard—then penſive ſought his way. 


While Ca anſwers to the plaintive lay, 
The melting muſic charms each liſt'ning ear, 
Like paſt delights, remember'd with a tear; 
Ghoſts of departed bards repeat the firain, 
And ſofteſt ſounds are ſpread along the plain; 
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SL1MoRA's woods re- echo to the noiſe ; 


The filent valleys of the night rejoice :— 


Thus when at noon, beneath the ſhad y trees, 
Old Os81an fits, fan'd by the gentle breeze; 
When glows the ſun; and o'er the neighb'ring plains, 
And lofty woods, a deathlike ſtillneſs reigns ; 


The mountain-bee with flutt'ring wings he hears, 
Y And gentle hummings firike his liſt ning ears; 
Now near, now far, it buzzes o'er the vale, 
But oft is loſt amidſt the riſing gale ; 


As oft ãts various courſe it does regain, 5 1 


And ſoon the ſoothing ſound returns again. 


Tur great Cue nur tix then his bards addreſt 1 4 : A 
Your hundred voices raiſe, and ſooth my breaſt 3 | 3 
Exalt your ſtrains, alternate while you ſing 
The martial ſong of Moxy 2's mighty king E? 
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Y That ſong wherewith his bards do chear his night, 
3 I  Wherewith they rouze and fire his ſoul for fight, 

Until his reſt is crown'u with pleaſing dreams, 
And through his hall the fire but faintly gleams, 5 


Or rather let the grief of Lara riſe ; 


I $ Let Caimar's mother vent her heaving ſighs, 
While for her ſon, his hills are ſought in vain, 
Adna ſhe beholds his bow unſtrung, with pain. 


Casi! upon that branch place CaiTazar's ſhield, 
B And let my ſpear be nigh me on the field; 

J For, e're res ſun has ftreak'd the ſkieg 

The dread found of my battle ſhall ariſe. 


Txzx on his father's ſhield he lean'd along. 
Loud oer the heath ariſes LARA's ſong + 
His hundred bards, at diſtance raiſe the ſtrains, 
Old cx only near the chief remains; 
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His harp reſounds with ſoft melodious wo :J 
While to his words reſponfive meaſures flow : w 
« O car-3orwe Calmar's mother ! tow'rds the s 


x 


height, 
Why doſt thou ever bend thy aged ſight? Phe 
* O fay ALCLETHA ! why theſe burſting ſighs?  * 
« Why ober the deſert doſt thou roll thy eyes? 
* Thy ſon returns not from the field of death, Five 


© Not theſe his heroes dark upon the heath. R 
© Thou fondly think'ft he comes with ev'ry noiſe— | 


Thou art deceiv'd—it is not CaLMAR's voice N 
Thou only hear'ſt the far reſounding grove, * 


« Alas, Acts Tua 1 'tis the 6 if 
That rolls its hollow blaſt among the trees,” 25. 


endet 
| = J « Wag bounds o'er Laxa's fiream? (ALcuzTua - 
Wh 1 
F* Who's he, with haſty ſtep that meets my eyes ? 
% Metbinks I now diſcern his ſhining ſpear : | 
% Sure CAL MAR comes to rid me of my fear ; p 
% Now he returns to bleſs my aged ſight, 
« Or my dim eyes have loſt their wonted light.” 
4 « *T1s not thy ſon,” (with ſorrow-ſtreaming eyes, 
© Return'd from fight, Alon 4 thus replies); 
3 % An oak thou ſeeſt bending o'er LARAꝰs ſtream, ; 


_ Not Carman coming from the field of fame. 
rede my cyeGght fails, or L indeed. | 
* Behold à youth approach, with mournful ſpeed ; 

% My brother's maſſy ſpear he lifts on high 

5 Ah me! 2 tis cover d with a crimſon dye! 
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„% RRSTRAIN,“ (Ar crsruA cries), © that farting 


«© tear 2 


% Recking with hoſtile gore, you ſee the ſpear : 


«© Theſe marks of ſlaughter ſtill his arms diſtain, 


© They never from the field return in vain; 


«« He joys the firſt to mingle and engage, 


WM «© Where ſtrive the valiant, and the mighty rage; 
« His looks alone ſtrike terror and diſmay; 

« Like death, through thickeſt ranks he marks his way. 
« But let us aſk this youth of mournful ſpeed, © - © | 
„ Whether Au.cuzT#4's fon to death does bleedz 
„Or whether he returns with wonted fame,” © 
«© While echoing ſhields his near approach proclaim ? | 
« Why dark and ſilent thus, O warrior I ſay? 

«© That CI MAR is no more thy looks betray, | 
& It is enough—wound not my ear, nor tell 5 260 24 
«© The manner of the firife, nor how he fel. 
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1 „* O car-zorne Calmar's mother ! why in vain 


1 8 « Roll'ſt thou thy eyes along the heathy plain?“ 


As Carr ſung, Cucnviiin on his ſhield 


| Attentive lean'd : at diſtance on the field 

J = The bards then reſt from muſic's ſoothing ſound, 
23 Ad ſleep's ſoft pow'r invades them all around. 
4 1 5 Only the ſon of Sr could not reſt; 

2 No thoughts but thoſe of war employ his breaſt. 
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1 And now the burning oaks with dim- red rays, 
\ 3 Gleam on the heath, and do but faintly blaze. 
| Not diſtant far, a feeble voice is heard ; 
4, talking in the beam, a ghoſt appear'd, 
| 5 *$ | Great:Cartmar's ghoſt !—a gaping wound he ſhows 
be Deep in his fide—his hair diſorder'd flows 
b ; * O''er his pale face joy darkly ſhines through grief, 
23 While to his cave he ſeems to wave the chief. 5 FY 


CUCHUL L IN. 


To whaw CvucHVLL1N, of the dauntleſs ſoul : | 
Ghoſt of the car-borne Car MAR, why do'ſt roll 
Thy eyes on me? ſon of the cloudy night ! 
en Cornac's battles mean'ſt thou me to fright ? 
O chief of Lara ! what a change is here? 

Do'ſt thou adviſe me to give way to fear ? 
Thou who for ſhameful peace woud'ſt ne'er declare : 
Nor feeble was thy hand in gloomy war, 


Carman! I never fled—the ghoſts of night, „ 


That howl through deſerts, cannot me affright: 

| _ | 
Small is their knowledge, and but weak their hands; 
| The wind of night contains their feeble bands. 


Now, when my country calls for ev'ry aid, 


In vain from Cox Mac's wars thoud'it me diſſuade z  ; 


| Then ſwells my foul, and then I ſhun repoſe, 
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When threats the ſtorm, and when the danger gro wa 2 | 
| Were Caruax here, with joy he'd ſhare the ſtrife; _- 
| Twas in the glorious cauſe he loſt his life.— __ 
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But to thy cave retire—thou'rt not his ghoſt— 


His voice was thunder, and his arm an hoſt. 


Tus ghoſt, rejoicing in the praiſe it heard, 

Quick in its blaſt retir d, and diſappear'd, 

Now from the eaſt gleam'd forth a feeble ray; 

Morning aroſe, and uſher'd in the day, 

From Car1TaBar's buckler, the dread ſign of war 

Loud ſounds—green ULL1x's warriors hear afar : 

They gather like the roar of many fireams ; 

Bright ſhine their blue arms to the ruddy beams, 

From t' other ſide of Lt60's fable lake, 

The horn of war makes all the region quake : 

When far before his hoſt, in queſt of tame, 
The mighty TorzLarTh to CvcuvL in came; 

Bright ſhone his rattling armour o'er his breaſt, 

As Santo's valiant fon be thus addreſt: 


en HS UN 75 
Wu v bring'ſ thou thus thy thouſands to the field? 
I know thou art that chief that ſcorn'ſt to yield: 
T hy arm reſiſtleſs makes whole holts retire, 


And thy ſtrong ſoul's an unexting uiſn'd fire : | 
Why fight we not then, Gngly on the plain, 
And let our valiant hoſts in peace remain? 
Let them behold us ſtruggling in the ſhock, 
Like roaring waves that tumble round a rock, 
From which the wary ſailors ſteer for life, — 
And at a diſtance view their foaming ſtrife, | 2 = 


Lixz yon all-chearing ſun, that lights the ſkies, 2 


Thou riſeſt on my ſoul, (the chief replies). 
Glad ſhall I meet thee ſingly on the heath; 
Thine arm is ſtrong, and worthy of wy wrath.  _ 
Warriors ! retire—this day alone I claim— _ 25 a JF 
Retire, and ſee Cucaviiin 6ght for fame. 2 A 
If here I die, O Caxziz! die I muſt * : | F > = 
Glorious, gy country s terror id in dull. 2 _ == 


err 

To Coxxal tell, that here thou ſaw'ſt me fall 
In field, and fighting for TRMORA's hall. 

Tell him, the adverſe winds I only blame; 

He ne'er was abſent when I ſtrove for fame. 

To royal Cormac let this ſword be giv'n; 

May it protect him like the beam oſ Wr 


Long may his counſel in TEMORA ſway, 


His courage drive all danger far away. 


Hz ſaid—and forward ruſh'd in ſounding arms, 
Like Lon 's ſpirit ſpreading dire alarms, 
When in the roar of thouſand ſtorms he flies, 
And ſcatters ſtrife and battles from his CY CS 
In clouds he fits o'er Locirtiy's angry ſeas : 


A blazing ſword his mighty hand does raiſe : 


& The howling winds toſs high his flaming locks ; 
3 ; 2 The neighb' ring hills all quake with ſurious ſhocks— 
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Thus in the fight CucnvLLin dreadful ſtood, 1 
Till ToxLaTH by his hand lay bath'd in blood 


- 


Mournful his heroes gather round their chief; 
Like darken'd clouds, they ſhow's heart-felt grief—. 
Gainſt SE Mos ſon a thouſand ſwords they drew ; 
-At once a thouſand winged arrows flew ; | f 
As midſt the roaring waves appears a rock 
Unmov'd, Cucuvrrix thus ſuſtain'd their ſhock; _. 2 
No thoughts of fear poſſeſs his dauntleſs breaſt ; A 
Blood ſmoking ſtreams as on his foes he preſt: 
Death marks his path ; in heaps they fall around „ 
SLIMORA's woods re- echo to the ſound.— 
Fierce ULLis's ſons ruſh in with thick ning ranks; 
Wide-ſpreads the war o'er ſable Lx OO banks 2 


* 
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And now the rigour of the ſhock returns, -—- 
The ſlaughter rages, and the battle burns. - 111 
Nor long could Lx Gos ſons the ſtrife maintain; 

They yield, they fly along the heathy plan 


e enden 


His hoſt Coca ui lin vidor loud proclaim; 
He, o'er the field, returns amidſt his fame. 


Bur pale and faint he comes, with tott'ring pace: 
A darken'd joy o' erſpreads his manly face; 


Silent, his ſhouting hoſt he views around, 
Then rolls his languid eyes upon the ground ; 
Still graſp'd in his bold hand his ſword he held; 
His bending ſpear ſupports him o'er the field ; 
Then with a hollow voice, and alter'd look, 
The chief, in n thus to Ca RAIL ſpoke: 


I F411, O bard I- my vital ſpirits fail— 
I feel the hand of death my heart afſail— 
My blood runs cold—my: wonted force decays 
My years are gone with thoſe of other days 
No morn of mine ſhall ever more ariſe ; 
No more for me the ſun ſhall light the ſkies - + 
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No more they Il find me in Tzmora's hall : 
The blooming Conmac ſhall lament my fall; 
With fireamiog eyes he calls for Tux a's chief; 

You ſilent ſtand, your hearts o'ercharg'd with grief. 
But in the ſong of bards he'll find my name, 
And hear my praiſes told by current fame. 
The royal youth will then in ſecret ſigh, 
And ſay, “ Great, like Cucnvrtan, let ue Ye. 
As with a robe, he's clothed with renown; 

« May endleſs fame, like his, my actions crown.“ 
Now draw this pointed arrow from my breaſt, 

And lay Cuchurrix gently down to reſt, 

Beneath that oak—there let me meet my doom 
Place Cal rasa r's buckler near, to grace my tomb 
That awful, ev'n in death, I may appear, 1 
As when I rais'd the ſield, and launct'd the pers, 


© And art thou fall'n ? (ſaid CARRIT wick: a gb 


on © 880 ſon is then thy fate ſo pigh 8. 8 4 | 3 
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He pants—he dies—mournful are Tura's walls; 
Darken'd and fad are now Tzmora's halls ; 
O'er high Duxscarica ſhall deep'ning ſorrows 


« dwell, 
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Too ſoon they'll hear that great Cucavur iu fell 
Alone thy ſpouſe is left in blooming youth; 

« Alone thy ſon, che lovely pledge of truth. 
He ſees BractLa weep ; he hears her ſighs; 
And, ſweetly liſping, aſks her why ſhe cries ? 
Then, raiſing up his looks along the wall, 
He ſpies his father's fword hung in the hall. 
Whoſe ſword that is, he urgent wants to know ; 
This opens up afreſh the ſource of wo : 
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Silent he ſits a while, with grief oppreſt, 
And huggs the ſmiling prattler to her breaſt; 
But ſoon her lab'ring boſom heaves with ſighs, 


And ſtreaming ſorrow flows from her ſwoln eyes 
$ 4 | a But 


* OTE —— "ie get as.” „ 
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But who is this, that's ſwifter than the wind, 


Whoſe eager courſe outſtrips the mountain-hind? 


« Anrious he ſeeks for what cannot be found, 
« And throws his eyes diſorder'd wild around: 


6 


His ſearches for his friend, alas ! are vain, == 
« The grave-hid tenant who can raiſe again: 
« O ConnaL ! fon of Col ar ! was it well 

Thou ſhouldſt be abſent when the mighty fell 
. gay, wait thou opt by the loud Mom m 4 
Did ſouthern blaſts thy willing fails detain ? | 5 1 


6 


* 
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“ Fall'n are the mighty, and the pride of war 1 


% Have ſunk in death, whilſt thou waſt diſtant far.— 4 
« Let none in SELMA know this diimal tale - J 
« Be it not told in Moxv en's woody vale;  * MN 
< Fix SAL will mourn for the ill-fated chief, * 1 


« His heroes all will ſhare the gen'ral grief.” 
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Br Laco lake his mould'ring tomb they place— | 
Luar near him lies, his fav'rite in the chace— 
In ſolemn ſtrains, the bards prepare to fing 
The hero's praiſe, and join themouraful firing ; 
Their harps are tun'd ta. ſoft melodious wo, 


While to theſe words reſponſive meaſures flow : 7 


&« Bleſt be thy ſoul—thou terror of the plain 

« In ſtrength, thou waſt a torrent after rain; 

1% In ſpeed, a tow'ring eagle of the ſky, 

« To ſeize thy ſcatter'd foes—in vain they 'd fy" 
% The braveſt foes could not withſtand thy force; 
Dire was thy path through the red warring courſe! } 
Death ſtood behind the light'ning of thy blade— | 
O chief of high Duxscarca ! peace to thy ſhade! | 


. *T'was not the ſpear of kings that laid thee lor, 
* Nor did the fword of heroes ſtrike the blow; 


«« Chief of the Is LE of Mis T! thou once waſt brave; 


GU Henn 


Sudden, as from a blaſt the ſting of death: 


«« Nor did the feeble hand which ſent the dart, 
Kaon that ir reach's the brave Cocuorriy's 
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« They have diſperſed from young Coauac's hall. 
« Guardleſs and naked now he finds kis thröne :; 
rbb blooming king fits mouraful and alone, 
| <<. No more he hears thy-far-reſounding ſhield, - r 
i WY + No more he meets thee joyful: from the feld: 
Ai fors/in-nombers gather from afar- 1 
1e Soft be thy reſt, thou chief of Exin's war! 
| « The fair BAA CEL A finds thee not at home, | 
ov. Nor hopes to ſee thy fails in ocean's foam, | 
3 5 L 3 | Now, 
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« Now, ſad and chearleſs, thee ſhe does deplore: 

«©. No more her ſteps are on the ſounding ſhore 

« No more thy rower's ſongs from far ſhe'll hear, 

% Nor will thy ſhouting heroes glad her car ; 

te No more ſhe'll liſten to thy hunter's horn, 
Rouſing dull echo with the riſing morn. 
Within thy hall ſhe fits in clouded charms, 
Feaſting her eyes upon thy ſhining arms. 
The voice of mirth no longer there is found; 
Ceas'd is the ſhell and muſic's ſoothing ſound... 
Why doſt thou fill the hall with piercing cries, 
Thy love, Bxactra ! never more can riſe— 
O Cron 4's chief! bleſt be thy ſoul in death ! + 
Thy praiſes will I fing with lateſt breath. 


14 JY 62 


DAR-THUERS 


. 
: 


22 , — . A 4 3 — — . = EIS tk. i os N — - - a — . — — 
4 : SY T * „ 


a „ 
3 * » o * o — 7 
x : 
p * 
2 1 
. 
o 
«2 . 8 0 
\ . 
\ * 


Tus ARGUMENT... 


% 
1 
= 3 * 1 h 7 
£5 
0 p * 5 
* > $ fs 4 
£ 
: 
* 
33 
* 2 5 
"> . VA 
0 


> of Argyleſhire which is near Loch Eta; am arm g 
the ſea in Lorn), had three font, Nathos, Al 
end Ardan, by Sliſſima, the' daughter of Sem 

lier to the celebrated Cuchullin. "The" three" Bras. 


thers, when very young, were ſent ober to Ireland 
- by their father, to learn the uſerof arms, under their 5 


ms 


uncle Cuchullin, who at that time made u gr = "38, 
ore in that kingdoms. They were Juft landedin 


2 88 J 

Ulſter when the news of Cuchullin's death arrived. 
Nathos, though very young, took the command of Cu- 
chullin's army, made head againſt Cairbar the u- 
furper, and defeated him in | ſeveral battles, Cair- 


bar a? laſt having found means te murder Cormac 
the lawful ling. the army of Nathos deſerted and 
Shifted ſider, and he himſelf was obliged to return 
into Ulſter, in order to paſs over inte Scotland, — 
| | Dar-thula, the daughter of Colla, with whom Cair- 
bar was in love, refided at that tine in Selama, 4 
Qualle in Ulſter: ſhe ſaw, ſell in love, and fied with 
Nathos ; but a ſtorm riſing at ſea, they were unfor- 
. tunately driven back on that part of the coaſt of Ul- 
; ter where Cairbar wa- encamped with an army, 
. waiting for Fingal, who meditated an expedition in- 
2A 40 Ireland, in order to re e/tabliſh the ; Scottiſh race 
$ + - uf Ing. on the throne of that kingdom, The three 
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 brothpre, baving defended themſelves with great 
bravery, were of length ee weg, and, Hain ; 

: and the unfortunate. Dar. chula, overwhelmed {th 
grief, expired on the body of ber beloved Nathos.— | 
| The poem opens on the night preceding the death of the 42 : 
ons. o 1 Y ſnoth ; oo. that what gots before is brought 
in by way of epiſode. ——T be K US this Poem us 


nearly the fone with that UE Fi „Ga. Io heath g Ts 


Lina and Tura are hg mentioned, ms "HOS 4 - 


nifies youthful; AiLTHOS, exquiſite beauty; ad 
AzDan, pride.—Dar-THULA, or DaxT-'HUITLE, a F 


woman with fine eyes. Shs, was the moſt famous 


beauty of antiquity. To this day, .when a woman it I 
praiſed for her beauty, the common phraſe is, that 4 


ſhe is as lovely as Dar- chula.— ST AMA, or Sura-- 


A- MI, IAgniſies either beautiful to behold; er 4 b 4 3 
place with 2 2: or a wide proſpect. In thoſe" - 3 


15 p 25 M times 


tot 
v * 


"© 90 7 
" times they built their houſes upon eminencer, to con- 

mand a view of the a, and to prevent being 
| ſurpriſed : Many of them, on that account, were 
called Sclima. The famous SELMA of FINGAL is 
derived from the fame root. — Temora, or Tigh- 
mor- ri, was the royal pa lace of the kings of Ireland, 
Sris-sZAun ſignifies ſoft boſom : She war wife 
of Uſnoth, and daughter of Semo chief of the Ille 
of Mit, 


O W fair art thou ! mild daughter of the fey ! 
Thy face ſerene, and ſettl'd light, give joy. TA. 
The ſtars attend thy blue ſteps in the eaſt; _ 


Silent and lovely, thou adorn'ſ the weſt. 


The clouds rejoice before thy filver light; 
At thy approach, their dark-brown ſides ſhew 


LW 


With thee in heav'n who is there can 


x... 


Thy path ſo radiant, and thy beams ſo 
Full-orb'd, when thou look 'ſt forth along the ſkies, 


Wl The twinkling ſtars hide their green ſparkling eyes: 
M 2 
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But when thy face ſeems dark, and ſunk thy fire, 
Say, whether do'ſt thou from thy courſe retire ? 
Obſcure in ſhades do'ſt thou indulge thy*grief ? 

Or in thy hall, like Ossiax, ſeek relief 

Are thy companions and thy friends no more ? 
Thy ſiſters fall'n from beak ilk thou deplore? 
They're ſurely fall'n, fair light! has to return; 
And ' tis for them thou oft retir'ſt to mourn.—. 
But thou, O moon ! ſhalt fail thyſelf one night, 
And leave thy path in heav'n devoid of light : 

The lars, though now outſhone, ſhall then rejoice, 
And liit their green heads ſparkling in the ſkies. 


Now, while thou'rt cloath'd in brightneſs, pour the 
ray; 2 
Look from thy gates this night, in ſplendour gay: 
Burſt through the clouds, O wind ! and clear the ſkies, 
And Ict the moon in all her glory riſe, 
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That ev'ry ſhaggy mountain may ſeem brighit. 


And the blue ocean roll its waves in lige. 


Now o'er the deep, from car; borne Cirnnan's ire; 
The ſons of Us NOTH in their ſhip retire : 448 0 8 N 
In Tual's bay they ſpread their ſhow: white fals 

; for Pröll dies! ©: oft "of 


For Erul's hills, and wi 


There dauntleſs Na rHos on the pe _ 


* ha * - * « wy * 


- 


ALTaos, that beam of youth, the veſſel ſteerʒʒ 
Axpan beſide his brothers takes his ſtane. 
With joy they leave behind the hated land: 
in their gloomy courſe, ' 


They move in darkni 
Eager to ſcape from Carzzar's bloody force.. 
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Bur who is ſhe, that through the diſk 
Appears, WRG charms are fhrouded by the night?" 4 4 
Her flowing treſſes ſigh on ocean's wind | 
Looſe ſtreams her robe in duſkcy wreaths be 


* 


A 
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As looks a-ſp'rit of heav'n through miſt by night, 
= Thus fair ſhe ſeems, and ſhines through clouded light. 
| 3 It is Dax- TATA, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
5 The firſt of maids, mong Exin's lovely race, 
: From CairBaAr's hated love who flies away, 
| And bounds with blooming Naruos o'er the ſea. 
' 3 But ah! thy hopes are vain; che wind thee fails, 


| = And keeps the woody Ern a from thy ſails. 


r * 1 


Fair maid! a current meets thee on the main, 
And backward bears thee o'er the wat'ry plain, | 1 
= Theſe arenot Ex na's hills that meet thine eyes, | 


8 
4 Vs. 7 
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4 Nor theſe the billows on its ſhore that riſe; : 

= _Carrzar's proud halls, O Narnos l now are near ; 

1 The heads of his high tow'rs thou ſeeſt appear : 

| Green ULLin's point there ſtrete hes in the ſea ; 
Again thy dark ſhip enters Tura's bay. 
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DAR-THULA 


Ys ſouthern winds! ah wherefore did you Roy 
The children of my love, why thus betray? 
To ſport on plains, ye wantonly preferr'd, 43 
And o'er the hills to chace the chiſtle's beard. „ 3 
Ah ! had ye bidws" in Na r nos“ ruſtling _—_ 3 | 
And bore him o'er the deep with proſp*rous galer, 3 
Erna's fair coaſt ere this had met his eyes, AF 
He'd fee his native hills in clouds ariſe, | 
But now their abſent chief they muſt deplore ; 4 4 1 
The day of his return they'll ſee no more. = I 

Bur r great dug ſtrangers was thy growin 8 ads 2 
Thuy praiſe, brave youth ! they ever ſhall proclaim 7 2 
| Entv's fair maids beheld thee with ſurpriſe, 

And lovely waſt thou in Dus- rubra 8 eyes. 


Thy face, like morning's riſing light, was fair 1 7 


* 
of 


Grateful in * e 198 raven o bair: 
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2 DAR-TAUL A. 
| | Mild was ky ſoul, as the ſun s parting ray; 
3 21 
5 There beam d each gen'r rous thought, in full diſplay: 
f ö 4 O'er bending reeds not ; ſofter | blows the gale, 
3 Not ſmoother I Lons' s ſtream glides through | the vale, 
; Nor falls heav'n n's dew more calm on plains below, 
Than fweetelt accents from thy lips did flow, 
| Nor ſo when che dread rage of battle roſe 
Like ocean in a ſtorm, thou met'lt thy foes : * 


Dire was thy path, through. the red warring courſe; 
Nor ſtrength, nor numbers, could withſtand thy force. 
_ IT 'was thus  Dan-THULA' s eyes thee firſt beheld, 


8 in 
* 


Acquiring glory in ah. ,cnfanguin'd | field; 


has * 


When from SELAMA' s halls red CarnBar' $ hoſt, 


* * * — * AN: % + 33 


. Thou droy'lt in terror o'er green ULLIN's coaſt, — 
— As from her moſſy tow'rs the leyely maid, 

= es . 
E 'The geld. the chiefs, the rage of war, ſurvey 'd, 


. I ws 8 +4 


She ſaw thee drench'd in blood, amid'ſt thy foes: 


8 


Anxious for thee, ber trembling ſoul aroſe ; 2 
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For thee her ſnowy breaſt is fill'd with fears, 


Thus, to herſelf, ſhe vents her ſecrer cares : 


4 | Tuov, gallant ſtranger ! that haſt come from far, 
W Fair art thou in thy battles, brave in war, 
Dauntleſs in danger, dreadful in the fray ; 
Whole hoſts, in 3 oppoſe thy forceful ſway. 
But yet, O ruddy youth for thee I fear; 
Why doſt thou ruſh into the thickeſt war? 5 


£ Enough thou'ſt ſhewn thy valour in the ſtrife : 
Let not thy ardour urge thee too far on, 
Leſt by ſurrounding foes thou art undone, 
Thou friend of fallen Cormac few thy hands; 
Tho' beats to ſtrive with CairBaR's num'rous 
bands.— ee 
O that I might be freed of Ca tasaA's love! 


Would blooming NAaTHos ot my choice a>prove! 


Ah! be not thus too prodigal of life; | ay 


anne 


Happy, I'd ever keep by his dear ſide; 

No foes ſhould part us, and no force divide, — 

Bleſt are the rocks that hear him atthe chace,.. 

And maids of ETra ; they behold his face, : 

They'll hear his ſteps, and ſee his boſom fair, 

And. firuggling in the wiad, his raven hair ! 
THzse were thy words, DaxTHvuLa ! from thy 

tow'rs. 

Now fable night its ſhade around thee pours ; 

The faithleſs winds, with bluſt'ring ſound, are high, 

And woody Ern to thy ſails deny.— 

But hark ! her loyely voice methinks I hear, 

Ceaſe, northwind ! for a while your blaſts forbear : 

My ears, DazTHuLA ! on thy words await; 


Between the ruſtling gales thy voice is ſweet. | 


{ 
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Sar, Naruos ! are we now on Erna's'ſhore ? 
And of thy mountain-ftreams is that the roar ? 
Do'ſt thou behold thy father's tow'ring walls? 
Say, comes that beam from Usxorn's nightly _ ? 
Faint is the beam, the miſt doth round it roll; 
But, NaTros! thou'rt the light of my fond foul. - 
Why do I ſee thee roll thy troubled eye? 5 
Ah, ſon of Us vorn! why that broken ſigh? — 
Ah me! I fear we've got on ſome ſtrange land, 


Driv'n by the winds, from Erna's echoing ſtrand. 2 


4 * 


San he replies: This is not Exna's ſhore. 
Nor of my mountain-ſtreams is that the roar, 5 if 
Nor comes that ſickly beam from Us voru's halls; | 


Far diſtant are my father's tow'ring walls: 


» 4 


Again we touch on gloomy Carnnar's laud * 
We're forced back upon this hoſtile rand. = 
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The winds fair ETA to our fails deny; 
Here Ur ti lifts its green hills to the ſky .— 


My brothers! let's beware of CAI ARBAR“s hoſt, | 


And cautious watch, leſt all our hopes be loſt, 


Go, Al ruos ! tow'rds the north, and view his foree; 1 
Along the coaſt, thou Arxvax ! bend thy courſe : 1 
With care look round, leſt, thro? the darken'd night, 


Our foes come down, and intercept our flight. 
3 * Myſelf will to that tow'r direct my way, | 
3 And know who dwells around that feeble ray.— 
Meanwhile, reſt here, Dax-TauLa ! beam of light! | ; 
Reſt on the ſhore, nor fear thy foes thro' night; 

My ſword 'round thee, my love ! like lightning's fire, WF 
Shall blaze, and make red Ca RBAE's hoſt retire, | 


Hs went—while ſhe, amidſt the mingled roar 
= Of winds and billows burſting on the ſhore, N 3 
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Sat chearleſs and alone—with tearul eye, >. 

She looks for NaT#os ; frequent breaks her ſigh. 
With every blaſt ſhe ſtarts, and quakes for fear; 
Tow'rds NaTHros' ſteps, in vain ſhe bends her ear. : 
On ev'ry ſide ſhe looks, perplex'd, diſmay'd ; 

She ſees him not, nor hears his ſounding tread, 
Then thus ſhe cries, Ah! whither do'ſt thou rove 2 
Why ſtay'ſt ſo long? Narnos! return, my love ! 
O haſte, and let me leave this dreary ſhore, | 
Where only billows roll, and hoarſe winds roar. 
Thou think'ſt not how I'm fill'd with fad affright, - 
Left thus alone, amidſt the gloom of night. 
Ah! would fair Erua's chief but once appear 
Nor foes, nor ſtorms, nor darkneſs would I fear. 
To hear his ſteps, in vain my ears I turn; 


Why ſhould he thus delay his wiſh'd return? 
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Tavs ſhe—while down her cheeks the big tears | 
roll. e 

Naruos return'd with ſad and darken'd ſoul 

CucuviLiin's ghoſt gray-ſtalk'd through duſky night, 

Round Tuxa's wall, whence came the beam of light. | 


His once dear friend, to Na rnos' wond'ring gaze 


Appear'd—the youth was ſtruck with dire amaze— 
With weighty cares the hero frem'd opprefitt; 
rue 6gh burſt frequent from his troubled breaſt. 

He 6x'd his haggard eyes, with dreadful ſtare, 
Upon the youth—decay'd their flames appear 
As flow he ſtalk'd, his ſpear of miſt ſeem'd light ; 
Thro' his thin form dim ſhone the ſtars of night, 
A er grief he told; and, as he ſpoke, 

His hollow voice in ſullen murmurs broke 


The diſmal tale fll'd NAT Os breaſt with wo; 


He came dejected, and his pace was flow 


D AR-T HU L A 


His ſoul in a deep ſhade of ſorrow lies, 
As when the ſun ſhines dimly through the ſkies, 


Wi Tu haſte to meet him ſprung the joyful maid, 
Corua's fair daughter—ſoon ſhe mark d him fad * 
And what ſhe aſks, O NaTnos! made thee ſtay? 
What ſhades thy ſoul ? what makes thee-turn away? 

Are the ſoes near? do they ruſh down by night? 
To my ſoul, Narnos ! thou'rt a beam of light. 
While thou art nigh me, nothing do I fear ; 

In thee I have all that my eyes holds dear. 


2 
% 


— 


Though young, I've ſeen extinguiſh'd all my race, 
And thought with thee to ſpend my days in peace. e 
Where is Dar-T 9 friend, but Na ruos now? 
My father i-th ſilent tomb lies low: f $4 -@3 7 
In high SeLama's tow'rs deep ſilence reigns 3 

ö Sadneſs ſpreads o'er the blue ſtreams of my plaitsz 
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With Cormac falbn, my friends have loſt their life . | 
The mighty fell in UL 1n's bloody ſtrife, 


"Twas on the day, ere all my friends were ſlain ; | 
The ev'ning darken'd o'er green ULLin's plain; 
The deep' ning ſhades proclaim'd th' TROY of night; 
The blue ſtreams fail'd before my weary ſight ; 

Th' unfrequent blaſt, through high SeLama's wood, 
Loud ruſtled—far was heard the rolling flood. 


As near my father's walls, beneath a tree, 4 
Penſive I ſat -I ſaw, or ſeem'd to ſee = a 
My brother TzvurT#1L paſs before my eyes: . 
My anxious mind was fill'd with ſad ſurprize ; : 
Then in the field he guarded Ur L ix's coaſt, | 
With few brave youths, gainſt CarirBar's num'rous | $ 

"LID | nn 
1 


Lo! through the duſk my gray-hair'd father came; 
A bending ſpear ſupports his aged frame, 


Slow 


* 
n 
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Slow he approach'd me, and with tott' ring pace; 


Downcaſt and dark appear'd his furrow'd face; * 3 
His ſoul with deepeſt ſorrow ſeem'd oppreſs'd;; 1 
Frequent che figh burſt from his lab' ring breaſt: 
Arms long diſus'd inveſt his limbs, decay'd, | 
tf Like them, with age; a late and uſeleſs aid: 


i High on his head his father's helm is ty'd; 

His well-try'd Saad is on the hero's ſide; 

1 Within his breaſt the rage of battle glows ; 5 
ne melts with grief, yet ſtrives to hide his woes. 


* * 


* 


A LENGTH of ſighs he drew, as thus he ſaid ; 5 

We're left alone, DAx- TurA ! lovely maid! © mY E 
Thou art the aſt of aged Couaa's race; / > 
Gone is the only comfort of our days: 1 

The hope of high SeLama is no more; 2 1208 


* 
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Catan now comes, and all his thouſands pours, 
None to oppoſe him, round SSTAUA's tow'rs, 

His force I'll meet will avenge my ſon % al 
Or will provoke that death I cannot ſhun. 

But, O my child ! for thee I'm pierc'd with care, f 
Thou lovely ſunbeam, with the dark-brown hair! | 
Alas ! what friendly ball will thee receive ? 

What generous youth: protect thee, or relieve ? | 
Where can'ſt thou, helpleſs, find a ſafe retreat, 


Baniſh'd and outcaſt from our ancient ſeat ? | 


Cala approaches, who with hoſtile arms, 

And barb'rous love, will claim thy matchleſs charms, 
Thou art too fair the proud inſulting foe 

Will ſoon be here —thy gallant frien ds are low. 


Anp will the ſon of battle never riſe ? 
*D'was thus I ſpoke, with forrow-lireaming eyes. 
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FalPn wy brother? will he po more wield 
His glitt'ring arms, nor lighten o'er the field ? b 
Muſt L but let us forth to meet the foe : 
CoLa!l place my fafety in that bow. _ 
Brave TzuUTH1&'s filter knows not aught of fear; _ 
Early I learn'd to pierce the flying deer: 5 
This hand, though weak, may ſend the winged dart, 
That happily may reach proud Ca1innar's heart. 
Tux face of age is brighten'd o'er with oy; 
The crouded tears guſh down from either eye; 
The lips of Cort trembled— in che blaſt f 3 
His gray beard whitled—thus he ſaid at laſt:: 


* 
* — 


* 
* 


Toy words, Dax-THULA! glad thy aged ſire; 
Thy ſoul is fill'd with gallant TzxvurTarc's fire. 
Now take theſe arms, that ſpear, that br auen this, 
That buraiſh'd helmet gleaming o'er the field ; 
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Ws They are the ſpoils of a young vanquiſh'd foe, 
And better will defend thee than the bow. 

Soon as light riſes on SELana's tow'rs, 

We ſally forth to meet red Carnzar's pow'rs. 
But keep thou nigh thy father on the field ; 
Stand ſafe beneath the ſhadow of his ſhield. 
Time was he could thee from all harms defend : 
Now feeble age is trembling on his hand ; 

His ſtrength has fail'd ; his arm's a weak relief; 
His darken'd ſoul is quite born down with grief. 


In 7 "908 ſorrow, thus we paſs'd the night, 
Till in the eaſt appear'd the morning light. 
In the young warrior's glitt'ring arms I ſhone ; 
Co TA, the gray-hair'd hero, led us on. 
SELAMA's ſons were gather'd on the field : = = 
= Soon as they keard my father's ſounding ſhield, W 
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They ſlowly follow'd, where he led the way; 
Few were they on the olain..their locks were gray 
In Coxmac's battles, all the youth was ſlain, 
| With valiant TazuTHi1L, on green ULiLiN's plain. 
; A ſtruggling ſigh burſt from my father's breaſt, 


"WM 4s thus his hoary warriors he addreſs'd : 


CoMrPAnioNS of my youth ! I've ever known * _ 4 


Your friendly zeal in former dangers ſhown.  _ 7 ; 
Fellows in arms ! it is with joy I trace | . J 
; ] The ſcars of honour on each furrow'd face. E T 1 
No farther hope rema ins — we muſt prepare : ; 3 
Once more to meet the foe in gloomy war: eb I 
Let it appear in this our laſt of toils, re ir ie A 
That martial ardour Hill inſpires our ils. 
Let's die with glory, ſince it ſeems decreed + 7 A 
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This trial, more than all, will merit fame, 

And future bards will eternize our name. 
Ye were not wont to ſhrink amidſt alarms : 

But *twas not thus we us'd to ruſh to arms; 

It was not thus I led you to the fight, 

When great ConraDpan fell beneath my might. 
Now age ſurrounds you like the dark'ning miſt, 
Your fouls with grief and care are all opprefs'd. 
Long have 1 ceas'd from battles of the field, 
And years have waſted my once war- worn ſhield : 
Long have my arms been fixed in their place, 
And to my foul I faid, Now take thine eaſe ; 
Thy ev'ning ſhall be calm, ferene, and bright, 

And thy departure like a fading light, 

But now the ſtorm returns with dreadful ſhock ; 
I bend beneath it, like an aged oak. 
O my lov'd Taurmt ! where do'ſt now repair ? 


"Where are the youth that fell with thee in Bok 
= Tho 
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Thou doſt not anſwer from thy ruſhiog blaſt: = | 
With darkeſt ſorrow is my ſoul o'ercaſt; 1 3 


* 


My boughs are all fall'n on SzLAana's plain; \ | I 
Theſe limbs can ſcarce this tott'ring frame fuſtas. I 


* 
2 
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But now's no time t' indulge my heart- felt wo; _ 


CairBaR, this day, or Corr muſt lie low. ag Vi I 
Methinks I feel my arm's returning might; 1 


My heart bounds high, impatient. fer the übt. 


As with one ſoul infpir'd, let's all prepare | 


A . 8 j | Ws 
Let us undaunted meet th' impending fate 3 


*Tis mad to ..--.: 2; 


rs glitt'ring fword he drew, as thus he ſaid 2 
Each warrior iſn'd high bis gleaming blade - 
He leads tow'rds Ca ix BAA they move on 
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Mzaurins red Cairnar, and his troops, at reſt, 
On Lon! ſilent plain, enjoy d the feaſt, 
Soon as he ſpy'd the heroes from afar, 
His ſpear he graſps, and calls his chiefs to war: 
The crouding troops around their leaders ſtand 
All under arms, and wait the hoary band. 


Bur why to thee, who ſtill amidſt alarms 
Waſt bred, and art unequal'd yet in arms; 
Why ſhould I tell thee of the bloody fray, | 
Or how the rage of battle grew that day ?? 
Thee have I ſeen midſt thouſands on the plain, 
With matchleſs might, th' unequal ſtrife maintain. 
Dire was thy courſe, when roſe thy kindled ire; 
Thy path was like the beam of heav'n's bright fire: 
Though beautiful, yet fatal it is found; 
In its red courſe the people fall around. 


DD 1 N. 7 H U 

Cor 1A, rememb'ring ſtill his yourlful deeds, 
Straight to the charge gainſt Ca1nBas's hoſt proceeds. 
Graceful in years, before his band he mov'd, 
And ſeem'd to glory in his might improv'd : 
With more than aged force, his ſpear he threw, / 
And many warriors wounded, many flew. 
With emulation fir'd, his hoary band 
Ruſh on the foe, and their fierce ſnock withſtand. 
An arrow came, and pierc'd my father's fide, 
Upon his echoing ſhield he ſunk, and dy*d== * 
My ſoul was ſhock'd ; I ſtarted back with fear: 
But from my hand I ſent the flender ſpear.” 
O'er my fall'n father's corſe, my ſhield I threw ; 
My heaving\breaſt was then expos d to view. 
Caix AA ruſh'd forward, with his pointed ſpear: 
SeLAMA's maid he knew, as he drew . 
A ſullen joy roſe o'er his dark- brown face; 


His ſteel he ſtay'd, and ſpoke the words of a : 
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My father's tomb upon the field he rais'd, 
And in SzLana's tow'rs me weeping plac dc. „ 
To Corus! s maid he ſpoke the words of love; 3 
But how could I his odious ſuit approve? 


Hung in the hall, I ſee my father's ſhield, n 
And Tzurzir's ſword, once dreadful in the field: w 
On ev'ry hand I meet freſh cauſe of wo; | T 
My ſoul is ſhock'd ; my eyes with tears-o'erflow. = M 

M 


Txvs tortur'd with his love, and pierc'd with grief, W M. 


Was I, when Naruos came to my relief. Be. 
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Thy ſnowy ſails then brought thee o'er the main, W. 
And gloomy Cainar fled along the plain; Bei 
s o'er che deſert flies the ghoſt of night, Th 


Soon as it ſees the morning's ruddy light. 


"2 


His troops were diſtant, and he durſt not feel 
Thy force—weak was his arm againſt thy ſteel,” 


* 
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War, Narnos ! didſt thou ſtay ? why thus afraid 
What makes thee ſad? thus aſk'd the lovely maid. 


My early years, he ſaid, amidſt alarms 
Were ſpent—my tender limbs were cas'd in arms. | = 


When firlt the danger roſe, I could not wield 


* 


The pointed jav'lin, nor the pond'rous ſhield, : 
My ſtrength eib, as the tumults grow; 2 Y | 
My youthful breaſt I feel with ardour glow ; 5 1 
; My bright'ning ſoul the hopes of glory ſwell, 
Before the war as the green narrow vale, © ; A 
When o'er its ſides the ſun's bright beams are ſpread, 
Before in ſtorms he hides his ſhining head. 
Thus bred midſt dangers, I knew nonght-of fake, 1 
Till firſt my eyes beheld 8114 ma's fair: ; 
3 8 | P 2 . ; 


3 


Opfos'd to Cairxzar's num'rous bands in fight ?— 
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Thy blooming beauties met my wond'ring fight, 
Like a bright ſtar, o'er the green hill, by night; 
The cloud flow comes, and ſhades the lovely light, 


Air hope of our eſcape, DAR-TnurA ! fails; 
The cruel winds deceiv'd our willing fails. 
Erna's green hills are now at diſtance far, 

Nor is the ſtrength of friends to aid us near: 
We're in the land of our moſt deadly foe ; 
And doſt thou aſk the cauſe of NaTros' wo? 
Not for himſelf is Narues thus diſmay'd; 
For thee alone he fears, thou lovely maid ! 


Thou ſole remaining branch of Corr a's race! 


* 
7 . 
SE ˙ ne 


O where, Darx-THuLa! can | find thy peace ?— - 


My valiant brothers can each danger dare, 


And NaTros' ſword has often ſhone in war: 


3 


| 
But what are UsxoTH's ſons ? how weak their might, 


it, 
; 


ight. 


5 


might, 


J)scan! 


| Ne'er ſhall I enter in his bated wall 


| And caſe theſe tender limbs in rauling mail. 
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OscAx! young kin of men ! in CokMAc's war, 3 
Thou waſt t' appear; why now art diſtant far? 4 
Oh that the winds had brought thy ruſtling ſails f 
Could I behold thee come, with fav ring gales | - 
Then ſhould my hand meet gloomy Cairnan's 

wrath; - —— 3 
Reſiſtleſs, as the flaming arm of death; 1 
Trembling I'd drive him Ger S:rama's plain, 
And ſmiling peace ſhould round Daa- Tru reign.— 
But, O my ſoul! why thus do'ſt droop and fail? Co 
The ſons of Usern may, though few, prevail,  » Þ 


1. 1 "Os : = 
Pxevarr they ſhall (reply'd the dauntleſs maid) MM 


* 


High bounds her tifing ſoul, as thus ſhe ſaidj—--ʒ , 


I never ſhall behold red Cairzar's halls, 


Sooner [']| mingle in the ſtrife of. ſteel, 


= 24A EU LI A 


Give me thoſe arms, that to-that meteor's blaze, 


From the dark ſhip, ſend forth their ſparkling rays : 


Myſelf ſhall in th 'unequal fight engage; 
Dar-Tvia's blood will ſatiate CarnBan's rage 
But on that paſſing cloud whom do I ſee ? 

Ghoſt of the noble Cour a! is it hee? 

Who dim, belide thee, rolls along in air ? 

Tis TzvTH1L, once the thunderbolt of war. 
Think not that I ſhall c'er ſubmit to-ſhame, 

Or yield to him who flaughter's all my name; 

To ſee his balls, who laid my kindred low, 


Would fill my ſoul with never-ending wo. 


No—TP'l not ſee them ſpirits of my love! 


Death in its utmoſt terrors firſt I'll prove. 


A GLEAan of joy o'er Na ros ſoul is ſpread, 
As thus determin'd ſpake the lovely mai ; 


4 Y 2 Lan i 2 
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. W So bold a ſpeech encourag'd his deſire e 
Aays: Of death, and added fewel to his fire. © IR 
Thus he replies: O laſt of Cor L Aꝰs race! 22 


— I Thy words from coward · breaſts would fear efface, 
Tou ſhineſt on my ſoul—inflam'd with ire. 


Let CAI AAA come; Narxos will not retire. 
Let him his thouſands pour upon the plain; 2 7 
Their fierceſt ſhock, alone 1 will ſuſtain, + + | 
Fir'd by thy ſpirit, and by glory's charms, dT. 
Y Supcrior might III brave, and matchleſs arms; 
| And thou, O aged Us xorꝝH! ſhalt not hear, 
That Nar nos baſely ſhun'd the fight for fear. 
1 have not yet forgot thy laſt command, n 
Which parting I receiv'd on ETra's ſtaanld. 
When for green Uut1x's coaſt I bent my fails, | 
And ſpread them forth tow'rds Tux 4's echoing halls: 
„Thon go'$ {be ſaid) in bloody. fights to dare, 
80 *.With bigs whoſe ſoul directs young Conmac's wart 
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_ - DAnrTHUCS 
Thou go'ſt to try thy fortune in the field 

% With that undaunted prince, who ſcorns to yield, 
| « Be it not ſaid by St uo's valiant ſon, 

C. $ «© That Erna“ s race are weak, or danger han L 

2 % Let not thine arm be feeble in the firife, 

4% Nor think by flight to ſave thy daſtard life. 


« Much rather would I ſee our ancient race 
« At once extinguiſh'd, and for ever ceaſe, = = 


2 Than that thou thus ſhould'ſt blot our former oy 


«« Or bring ſuch foul diſhonour on our name. 

« Such tidings let not aged UsxoTH have, 1 
; % To pierce his ſoul, and fink him to the grave.” — 1 
The tear was on his cheek as thus he ſaid; - A 

Q 


He preſs'd me cloſe ; then gave this glitt'ring blade. 


Aron the ſea I bound with ſwelling gales; 
To Ton 4's bay I came with ruſtling ſails; 


7 
"a6 N 4 
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I leave the ſtrand; I enter Tuna's walls; 
1. But deathlike filence reigns in Tun 4's balls, 
Eager I ſearch, and throw my eyes around 
But none to tell of Dunscarcn's chief is found, 
view the hall, where hung his father's arms; 
My anxious breaſt is fill'd with dire alarms : 
No arms are there ; gone are the helms and ſpears, 4 4 


There aged Lamnos ſat, all bath'd in tears. 1 


„Be ſpyd us, ſlowly roſe, and thus he cries: I 

Whoſe are thoſe arms, that glitter in mine eyes? 

The ſpear has now forſook theſe duſley walls; 

_ I The blaze of ſteel no longer lights theſe halls. 1 
Are ye from Cormac's mournful tow'rs, O ſay? | 7 


Or o'er the deep have plough'd the wat'ry way? b 


0 ? 2 
. From Us nor n's riſing tow'rs, on Er uA's plain 2 


we come, (1 faid), far o'er the rolling main. j 
4 8 - | Q_ 811 $-SAMHA 
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6 SL1S-SAMHA is our mother; blameleſs dame ! 
3 Davghter of car-borne Szo, known to fame. 
S3ion of the ſilent hall! dire us where 
1 To find the leader of young Connac's war. 
To him we come —ſay, where is Tena chief? 


b I. fee, along thy cheeks, the ſtreaming tears 
= He's ſlain I-che mighty chief of Ex 19's wars! 
Ĩ7 for thy grief thou can , I pri chee tell, 
Where fought the hera, where the valiant fell. 


Hs fell. not like the filent ſtar of night, 
(Linne replies), that ſhoots a feeble light 
Athwart the thick'ning gloom, nor more. is ſeen, 
1 And leaves no trace along the darken'd plain; 
A But as a meteor blazing from afar, 

W That falls in diſtant lands, por tending war.: 


But why ſhould Naruos aſk ?—l ſee thy grief; 


«qt wood wHas 
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Death and diſeaſe attend it through the air, 


As o'er the heav'ns it glides, with fiery glare 
The banks of fable Lx c mourn the chief, 


And Laxa's roaring ſtream now rolls in grief, 


O Usxorn's ſon! there will the gray ſtones tell, 
Where lies the hero, where the mighty fell. 


ros iovs in death he fell, midſt ſlaughter d foes— 
{As thus I ſpoke, with ſighs my boſom roſe)— ' _ 
His arm was ſtrong wide -beaming from afar, IA 
His fword, like death, bew'd down the ranks of war —— 
Renown'd he ſunk in death amidſt alarms, = 


Who never met a greater yet in arſmaees. 


E-V4 


To Lzg0's banks we ſtraight purſu'd y 
We ſaw the riſing tomb, where reſts his clay: 
There his companions of the war we found. J 
And bards of many ſongs, in ſorrew drown'd, = 


p 4 r H . 


Three days we mourn the hero on the field; 
Upon the fourth, I ſtrike great CarTnBar's ſhield : 
With joy t' avenge his death, the warriors croud ; 

They ſhake their beamy ſpears, and thirſt for blood, 


Tux bands of CoxLaTH on the heath were near, 
The friend of car-borne Ca IR BAR in the war. 
We ruſh upon him like a ſtream by night; 

His heroes fall, or are diſpers'd in flight. 
The people of the valley, when they roſe 
With morning's light, beheld the blood of foes. 
Like wreaths of miſt, that quickly roll away, 
YL To Cornmac's fifng tow'rs we bend our way : 
De etermin - d to defend his precious life, 
= Our ſwords aroſe, we wiſh'd the noble ſtrife, 
E But when we came to high Temora's walls, 
Silent and empty were young CoxM4c's halls; 
The 
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The blooming prince of Ex 1x was no more; 


Already had he fall'n by CannAA's pow'r. 


Tus ſons of Us in, ſtruck with ſudden wo, 
Yield to deſpair, nor farther ſeek the foe ; 
Slow they diſperſe, and gloomy o'er the plain. 
As low-hung clouds, that long have threat'ned rain, 
Behind the hills retire, and roll away ; 
With courſe divided, thus they take their way. 
Hopeleſs and ſad; of ev'ry aid: bereft, 0 5 
The ſons of UsxoTH all alone are leſt. 1457 Loney =. 
With hearts in ſorrow ſunk, we turn away 
From Cormac's halls, to Tuna's ſounding bay ; 
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We yield to fate, our ruin'd cauſe deplore, 
And bend our courſe to Ur T ix's echoing ſhore. 

As on we paſs by high SzLana's tow'rs, . © J 
Thence Carzsaz flies with his few frighted pow'rs: 
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1 Like Laxo's riſing miſt, driv'n by the wind. 


3 He flies and Cor a's daughter leaves behind. ä 


Twas then, O maid ! thou ſtruck my wond' ring 2 
wd Ak L 
In all thy charms, like the-ſun's riſing light. e 
Ho fair that lovely beam that meets my eyes. H 
W (1 faid)—my boſom heaves with crouded fGighs't E. 
Thou, cloath'd in beauty, cam'ſt to ETra's chief, Hi 
Thou thought'ſt in him to find a ſure relief, T. 
Preſs'd by deſpair, with me thou'ſt dar'd to brave, 
In a dark night, the terrors of the wave, | 
-Deſpiſing all the dangers of the wa; W 
Pos worſe it ſeem'd thun dench itſelf, to ay. | i 
But now thou ſee'ſt theſe flatt'ring hopes were vain, I An 
And only death or bondage does remain. Th 
| A 5 For thee alone, fair maid ! I'm pierc'd with care ; 
Wo The winds deceiv'd us, and the foes are near. 


* 
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Tux foes are near, along the coaſt they croud, 


(Thus Arrnos, ruſhing breathleſs, cries aloud): : 


1 heard their clanging arms, denouncing war; 
I faw dark Ea i Randard wave afar': _ . = 


Loud as of CxomLa's ſtream the roaring ſound, _. 
CaixBAA's hoarſe voice, diſtin, is heard around, ' 
He ſpy'd our dark ſhip on the rolling main, 1 85 
E're duſky night came down on LENA's plainn 
His people watch, and wait th' approach of day; 
They lift ten thouſand fwords:in-irend g DTAAT 


Tazn Naruos ſmiling—yet our fate we'll try; 
We'll never tremble, nor from danger fr. * 
Let Caix BAR bring his thick embattl'd train, 


And with his thouſands cover all the Plain, Ene 1 
The tak of Usxo Tu ſball withſtand his hoſt, - \ 4 
Or dearly fell their lives on ULL1n's coaſt. _ 


128 re l 


Thou tro ubled ocean !. why do'ſt foam and roar ? 
Why do thy ſounding billaws laſh the ſhore ? 

Ye raging tempeſts of the gloomy ſky ! 

On your dark wings, why ruſt'ling do ye fly? 
Think not, ye ſtorms ! that Na rnos you detain ; 
IJ Ye keep him not, ye waſte your force in vain ; 

= My foul detains me, children of the night! 
And here, ſecure of death, I wait the fight— 
E © Bring me my father's arms, his ſword and ſhield ; 
WW There, beaming to the ſtars, they gild the feld. 
From the dark boſom'd ſhip bring Szmo's ſpear, 
In former times that thin'd the ranks of war. 
Naruos, at leaſt, in this unequal ſtrife, | * 
Shall loſe with honour his devoted life ; Th 


ww rw Am Y mw — 2 


And ſure in war he merits equal praiſe Loc 
With him who conquers, he who bravely dies, Th 


MM f To 
No more he ſaid— when ALT#o08 brought the mail, 


Hs limbs he cloth'd in all their ſhining Reel ; 
WM 


* * : >. 2 . _ 
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Then lovely ſtrides the hero o'er the field —- 
His arms reſound — before him flames his ſhield : 
Tow'rds CarrBar's coming his fierce looks he turns, 
While rage indignant from his eyeballs burns, 
Aloft he brandiſhes his beamy ſpear; 

The wind is ruſtling in his raven hair: 

The fair Daz-TavuLa ſtands beſide the chief; 

Her looks. on him are fix'd, in ſilent grief; 
Her throbbing boſom heaves with ſtifled fighs, 


And the big tears are ſwelling in her eyes. | 
Tutu ErTna's chief his brother thus beſpoke : ; 1 
ArTHros! I ſee a cave within that rod 4 
There place Dax - TTA, guard her from all harm; | 
Look round with care, and vig'rous be thy arm. 4 
Thou, Azpan! and myſelf together go, 1 
To meet in+fight the throng · impending foͤe: -3F 4 


R 


— a DART HU L A. | 
n Tis the laſt ſummons to receive our doom; 1 
No ſhame againſt ſuch odds, if overcome. | 
; a 2 Oh! chat in arms alone we might contend, f | 
Aan let him waoquifh whom his fates befriend ! | 
Would Cat 2841 now, in preſence of his hoſt, 
Advance, and ſtrive with me on UIIIx's coat! ; 
In ſounding ſteel I'd fight him on the plain, ef 


= And with his ſpoils victorious cro6 the main, 
Haſte then, my brother! gird thy ſword ; let's ry | | 


. Our fate in arms, reſolv'd in fight to die. ( 
We'll challenge CAI BAR, and provoke our doom; 1 

With fwift approach then let deſtruction come, 1 

; | 8 
Loox not, fair maid ! on Na ruos hes he falls; \ 

But hie thee quick to Usnorn's lofty halls. ( 

Ar ruos ! if ſhe eſcape, my love convey ] 

To ETng's groves, ſafe o'er the rolling ſea, = > 

| 25 170 i 


* 
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To che old chief your teſtimony bear; 

Of what I have perform'd and ſuffered here. 3 
Tell to my father, that I fell with fame, 

And brought no foul diſhonour on his name : 

Say, that my ſword not ſhunn'd the fatal ſtrife ; 
That, bent on death, and prodigal of life, 4 


Midſt thouſand ſlaughter'd foes I preſs d the plain; 


So joy ſhall ſooth his grief for Natnos ſlain— 
Daughter of Cox LA! thou'lt lament my fall. 1 
Call thou the maids to Erus's echoing hall: 
There, mis'd with thine, their ſorrows let them poe 
For NaTh os fall'n upon a hoſtile ſhores + 


Still let their ſong from hapleſs Naruos riſe, - 


When autumn's ſhadowy clouds deform the fits. 
O right the voice of Cons in my praise 
Be heard !—the ſong might tuneful Ole raiſe ! 
Then ſhould my ſpirit gladly mount the ſkies, - - 
Aud midſt my mountain-winds I ſhould rejoice. | 


bree 


O so of gen · rous Us vor! in thy praiſe, 
Shall Os$s14x's harp reſound to mournful lays; 
And if my ſong immortal life can give, 89 - 
Thy fame, O Exrna's chief! ſhall ever live. 
Why was it not my fate, on Lzna's heath 
To ſhare thy danger, ere thou ſank in death ! 
Then Ossi Ax's ſword, from the ſurrounding foe, 
Had thee defended, or himſelf fall'n low. 


Tuar night, in SeLMaA's halls, we fat around 

The ſtrength of ſhells, mix'd with ſoft muſic's ſound, 

The wind, with bluſt'ring noiſe, was all abroad: 

Loud ſhriek'd the mountain-ſpirit from the wood; 

The blaſt came ruſtling thro' the echoing hall, 

And touch'd my harp that hung along the wall; 

Gently it touch'd, with mournful ſound and low, 

Like fun'ral ſongs, expreſlive of deep wo. | 
Firſt 
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Firſt FIx AL hears the noiſe, its meaning knows,. 

And of his breaſt the crouded ſighs aroſe ; 

8 Then thus the gray-hair'd king—Soite hero's ſlain, 
Some friend of mine lies ſtretch d upon the plain: A 
His ſpirit now is hov'ring in the air; 
From my ſon's harp the ſound of death I hens; MF 
Now, Os s iax ! tune thy trembling ſtrings to wo, ++ 
And for the mighty dead bid ſorrows flow: 3 5 AY 
In ſoothing ſtrains invite his flitting ghoſt; , = 


Let him with ſpeed repair to Moavex's coaſt, - 

d, : * 3 ; 
To ſolemn notes, and flow, my harp I firung, 3 

As in theſe words before the king I ſung — 


Bend forward from your dwellings in the air, 

©« Ghoſts of my fathers ! O propitious hear! ] 

« Lay by your flaming terrors, ſend relief... 
ad to receive this valiant new-fall'a chief; 
1 Whether 


| 4. 
Form'd of a cloud, his light tranſparent ſpear; 
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Whether from diſtant lands he wings his way. 


Fr. 


O let his floating robe of miſt be near; 


Mk. ne 


An half-extinguiſh'd meteor by his ſide, 

43 In ſhape a fword, be plac'd in martial pride. 

WW «+ DifFaſe lonely vigour o'er his face, Sold 

And let his friends be raviſh'd with his grace 
Ghoſts of my fathers ! O propitious hear 

Bend forward from your dwellings in the air.” 


ce 
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Nearer the noiſe approaches, and more near; 7 * 


Silent he liſtens, reſting on his ſpear, e 


Wu u morn the ſhades of night had chac'd away, * 
Then Ex1x's ſons appear, in brightarrayz | 1 | 


As rocks, whoſe hoary ſides with trees are crown'd, - ' 
They ſeem, and cover all the coaſt around, 
85 wy. 


Full in the midſt the gloomy Carnnan fitands;' © 


Naruos he eyes with looks of fieree "WY 


* <4 Jef 
hg, - 
pa — — 


And grimly ſmiles with an inſulting mien. XA 6 * 
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Tus lock inſulting, and che finite ſepere 


Of his proud foe, young Narues "cou'd not bert, 
But forward ruſh'd with an undaunted mind : 


” = 
: x = $57 1 


She with the hero came, and, void of fear, 
Aloft ſhe brandiſbes her ſhining ſpear. 


\ 
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His brothers too, by their example fir'd. 

With thirſt of glory and revenge inſpir d, 

Al ruos and dark-hair'd AR DAA, join t' oppoſe, 
If fortune favour'd, and repel the foes. 

The ſons of Us norn wait the dire alarms, 


In pride of youth, reſolv'd to die in arms. 


His haughty foe then NA ruos thus addrefs'd : 


Carnnan! if honour dwells within that breaſt, 
If ſenſe of rr hear my juſt demand; 

Step forth, and fight me fingly, | hand to hand. | 
Refuſe me not ; but here, before your hoſt, 
Together let us ſtrive on ULliin's coats 
Call up thy ſoul, in arms aſſert thy right, 
And meet thy foe who dares thee to the fight. 
If thou prevail'ſt, thou'lt greatly be o'erpaid ; 


Thine is the prize, the ſnowy-boſom'd maid. — 


= 


Why 
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Why bring'ſt thou thus thy thouſands from afar 
'Gainſt ETr 4's chief tis an unequal WAL — 

His friends are not with NaTros—far away, 

Thou know'ſt they lie behind that rolling ſea— 
When Naruos with his people did appear, 

Thou ſav'dſt thy coward life, and fled for fear, 

Come forth now—draw—and try if thou'lt withſtand 
My ſword, which longs to glitter in my hand. 


| Caix BAR then, fourly ſmiling, thus replied : 
Bold are thy words, youth of the heart of pride! + 
The king of Ex ix ſcorns to fight with thee, 
Who from no kings deriv'ſ thy pedigree. 
Thou can'ſt not to the valiant kindred claim, 
Nor were thy fathers 'mong the ſons of fame; 
No arms of foes were hung along their walls, 
Nor ſhields of other times amidſt their halls, 
| 8 1 2 


Y 3 15 high TeMona I have fame ob 


Vor wilt I now with little men cont 


Narnos, tho inly griev'd, ſuppreſs· d his ſighs, 


But to his brothers turn'd his tearful eyes. : 
At once their ſpears they threw with forceful ſway ; _ 
WW Three youths on earth at once extended lay, | 


Aud ſpurn'd the ſand--their gleaming ſwords theydrew, 

And ruſh'd, like light'ning, on the hoſtile crew. 
ade ranks of Enin ſcarcely land; 
But are borne Eto on the crouded ſtrand ; 
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As when dark clouds, that ſhade the face of heaven, 
By ſudden blaſts of wind diſpers'd, are driv'n. | 


2 


2 Bur CarxrBar rallies ſoon his broken train, -- 


I And from a diſtance makes them charge again. | : 
A thouſand twanging bows at once they drew, KF | 


A once a thouſand winged arrows fe; l 


* 


> 
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But moſt are idly ſpent, and grew the freund. 


Thus Usvorn's ſons lay firerch'd upon n 


* 


- * 


The ſons of Us uo TH fall- their arms reſbund. ü 
As three young oaks, that ſome high hill adern. 
That lift ro heav'n their leafy heads unſiorn 5 1 


The trav'ler ſees them lovely to the ſicht, 


* 


And wonders how alone, to ſuch a height. MF 
They flouriſh'd fair in ſuch unfruitful ground: 4 1 : 


Next morn he comes—amaz'd he looks around— = 


The place where once they ſtood he ſcarce e 2 
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A blaſt by night has laid their green heads Jowz e 


Gone is their verdure, ne'er to ſpring agains 2 
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Tus fair DAA-THULI Riff with horror ſtood, = 
When ſhe beheld them welt'ring in their blos d; "ll 


Then, ſinking underneath a load of grief = 
+ So a 


From ſpeedy death the hopes to find” relief. 5 45 9 
45 3 
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Silent ſhe ſtands—no tear is in her eyes; 


From her pale cheek the roſy colour flies: 


Her look was wildly ſad, while on her tongue 


And trembling lips, the half-form'd accents hung ; 
Looſe to the wind was ſpread her flowing hair: 


She ſeem'd a monument of deep deſpair ! 


- 


Bron the ranks the gloomy Ca ix AR came, 

E And in theſe words addreſs'd the grief-ftruck dame: 

4 What further ſubterfuge now canſt thou find? 

3 What empty hopes are harbour'd in thy mind ? 

FE Da- TIA] ſay, where is thy lover now:? 

WW The car-borne chief of Erna there lies lw. 
. J The lofty halls of UsxoTHx hadſt thou ſeen, | 
1 A Or theſe dark hills that own great FincaL's reign ; 3 
== Had not the winds three drove on UuLin's ſhore ; | 


_ = . , | 1 
On Mozven's plains he'd hear my battle roar, 
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Her drooping head declines upon her breaſt: 
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rmoal in death ere now had preſs'd the ground; 


| And with loud grief would SELmaA's halls reſound. * 


He ſaid—meanwhile Dax - nur trembling ſtands; 


Her glitt'ring arms forſake her dying hands 2 


Down drops her ſhield—fhe nods her plumy creſt ; 


„ 


Fix 'd in her fide appears the fatal wood. 


Her fair d bet is diſtain'd with blood : : 


Struggling ſhe heaves, and, ſtagg ring on the plain, 


With ſwimming eyes ſhe ſeeks her lover ſlain . * 1 | 
Short, and more ſhort, ſhe pants; then, ſinking low, 2 
She falls on Na ruos, like a wreath: of ſnow ; & > 46M A : 
Her lovely neck upon her breaſt is laid, : . 3 


And o'er his face her looſe dark hair is 3 
Thus, beauteous as they lay, from either: wound. 


Their mingling blood bedews the ſands around. "2 1 1 
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« On the fair corps he caſt a tender look, 7 | 
Some tears he ſhed, and ſome faint words he ſpoke ; 


DAR-THUL 4. 
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With horror pale and motionleſs, he gaz d; 


Then bids his bards their hundred voices raiſe, 
And thus they ſing in fair Daz-TavLa's praiſe : 


* 


% Aras! with aim too ſure, the winged dart 


I &« Arriv'd, that reach'd Dax - Tur Aꝰs bleeding heart, 
Ah! pride of youth and beauty! early loſt, 


« By an untimely death, on ULL1N's coaſt ! , 
0 Thy lips no more their lovely ſmiles retain; 

« No more thy breaſt inſpires the lover's pain; 
No more thy eyes their wonted radiance caſt ; 

6 Gone is thy bloom, which once the roſe ſurpaſs d. 


7 
i 


ie cer unmov'd beheld thy heav'nly face, 
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— Thy radiant nt eyes, and thy reſiſtleſs grace, 


"OE „% « Ah! 


kun Carnnan, firuck with pity, ſtood amaz d: 


— 


Ah chat a maid ſo blooming, and ſo gag, 
Should, in the very morning of her day. 


uv one fell ſtroke fink in death's gloomy ſhade, +» 


- 
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% And here, beneath the green ſod, be laid! 


« No dear companions weep to ſee. thee die, 1 
« Or on this barren ſhore emboſom'd lie 
No friend is near, to ſee thee, hapleſs mad! 


« Plac'd where thy kindred's lov'd remains are laid; 
Time was, that mournful maids would grace th 
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«© Now thou'rt depriv'd of each domeſtic tear. 


8 


. O firſt of Eaix's miaids ! thou now art l- m 
Fe. Thy native ſtreams thy ſteps no more ſhall-know- : 
& In thee thy race have fail'd—and ſilence reigns | 2) 


. = 
; % Ober high ScLana's tow'rs, and pleafant plains,*+: g 


| „% Daughter of CoLLa ! ſay, when wilt thou riſe d. E- 
« When wilt chou, cloath'd in beauty, glad oureyes? 
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Pier i the houſe which thy cold corſe coutains, - 

« Narrow the bed where reſt thy dear remains ! 

« That morning diſtant far, when will it come, 
That wakes thee from thy deep fleep in the tomb? 
« Ah! there's no hope of the returning light; | 
« *Tis darkneſs all, and a long tedious night 
« No more the ſun at morn, ſerene and gay, 
« Shall to thy chamber uſher in the day, = = 
<< And thus ſalute thee :—Come, thou lovely maid ! 

% Awake! ariſe! in all thy charms array'd. | 
«© Come firſt of women ! and behold this icht, 


PTY 


« How calm the morning ! and the ſcene how bright 
& Sweet us thy breath, the breezes ſpread perfume; 
« Fair as thy cheeks, che flowers are all in bloom: 
. Soft as thy voice, the warbling birds do ing; 


And, as thy thoughts all pure, now flows each 
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But now, O ſun! thou may 'ſt to ſhades * | 


green —_ their ..» | 
By the blue ſtreams, the flocks dance o'er the meads: 
The waving woods with growing leaves are clad; 
In hs N the fields are all 2 ; 8 2 


And, filent, on the beach repoſe the ſea 


No more Da z-THULA feels thy genial fire: 
No more for thy approach ſhe'll watch the dawn, 8 
To meet the ruddy morning on the Jawn : 4 
In nathe dignity, no more Ihe Il move, | ' 
All cloath'd in beauty, and commanding love 
Low in the duſt the fair Bu lies, 2 | 


For ever hid on our  defigng y— 2 * 
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